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PREFACE. 


TT  is  not  presumed  that  all  the  wheat  Trom  the  great  harvest  of  song 
has  been  gathered  into  this  little  garner. 
We  simply  claim  that  no  chaff  is  here. 

In  compiling  "Winnowed  Hymns"  we  have  yielded  to  a  long 
cherished  desire  to  collect  our  favorites  from  many  books  into  one. 

Our  object  has  been  to  select  such  hymns  as  will  be  found  intensely 
devotional,  therefore  we  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  Winnowed 
Hymns"  will  prove  one  of  the  most  valuable  works  ever  issued  for 
Camp  Meetings,  Praise  and  Social  Meetings. 

We  confess  to  a  great  desire  that  our  little  book  should  be  exten- 
sively used  at  the  Family  Altar,  Holy  song  should  always  constitute 
part  of  our  worship  there.  No  pressure  of  business,  no  household 
cares  should  ever  cause  the  omission  of  a  song  of  praise  to  Him  "who 
makcth  for  us  the  out-going  of  the  morning  and  evening  to  rejoice." 

We  have  endeavored  to  make  '*  Winnowed  Hymns"  in  every  re- 
spect what  its  title  would  convey — a  compilation  of  the  best  selections 
from  the  extensive  copyrights  of  the  Publishers  and  others,  embracing 
the  never-to-be-forgotten  songs  of  Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  I.  B.  Woodbury, 
Rev.  R.  LowRY,  W.  H.  Doane,  S.  J.  Vail,  Hubert  P.  Main,  Wm.  G. 
Fischer,  Asa  Hull,  Rev.  L.  Hartsough,  &c.,  &c. 

- 

We  desire  to  make  special  acknowledgement  of  kind  services  and 
valuable  suggestions  rendered  to  us  by  Rev.  W.  McDonald,  Mr. 
John  C.  Middle  ton  and  others,  and  for  the  deep  interest  taken  by 
them  in  the  success  of  this  work. 

C.  C.  McCABE, 

D.  T.  MACFARLAH. 


I  need  Thse  every  hour. 


Mrs.  A.  S.  HAWKS. 


1^ 


 ^-T-H  


Rev.  ROBERT  LOWRY. 
From  "Royal  Diadem."  by  per. 

P^T  TH  ^^^-A— 


1.  I  need  lliee  every 

2.  I  need  Uiee  every 

3.  I  need  thee  every 

4.  I  need  thee  every 

5.  I  need  thee  eveiy 


III  k 
hour,  Most  ^ra-  cions  Lord  ;  No  tender  voice  like 
hour;  Stay  thou  near  by  ;  Temptations  lose  their 
liour,  In  joy  or  pain  ;  Come  quickly  and  a  - 
hour;Teacii  me  thy  will;  And  thy  rich  promis- 
hour,  Most  Ho  -  Iv  One  ;  Oh,  nnake  me  thine  in  - 


Refrain. 


thine  Can  peace  af     ford.    I  need  thee,  oh !  I  need  thee  ;  Every  hour  I 
pow'r  When  tliou  art  nigh, 
hide,  Or     lite     is  vain, 
cs       In     nric     ful  fill, 
deed,  Thou  hless-  ed  Son. 

.^2.  ML  '  '      '       -    ■      '      ■      •       -  •  -   .  * 


^=22: 


-0 — # — 


need  thee  ;  O    bless  me  now,  my  Sav  -  iour !  I     come     to  thee. 


4 


Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1869. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From    Songs  of  Dsvotion,"  by  per. 


-#  f^— 


1.  Safe    in  the  arms  of   Je  -  sus,  Safe  on  his  gentle  breast, 

2.  Safe    in   the  arms  of   Je  -  sus,  Safe  from  corroding  care, 

3.  Je  -  sns,  my  heart's  dearre-fuge,  Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me  ; 
Cho. — Safe  in  the  a7'ms  of  Je  -  sus,  Safe  on   his  gen- He  breast^ 

-  ^ . 

« — 8— — S^^S- 


^4: 


End. 


SI 


There  by  his  love  o'er-shad  -  ed,  Sweetly    my  soul  shall  rest. 
Safe  from  the  world's  temptations.  Sin  cannot  harm  me  there. 
Firm  on  the  Rock  of   A  -  ges    Ev  -  er    my  trust  shall  be. 
There  by   his  love  o'er-shad  -  ed.  Sweet  -  ly   my  soul  shrill  rest 


S 


mm 


Harkj'tis  the  voice  of  an  -  gels, 
Free  from  the  blight  of  sor  -  row, 
Here  let  me  wait  with  patience, 


n — r 


Borne  in   a  song  to  me, 
Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears  ; 
Wait  till  the  night  is     o'er  ; 


4=at 


C.  CHORUS. 


O  -  ver  the  fields  of  glo  -  ry, 
On  -  ly  a  few  more  tri  -  als. 
Wait  till    I    see  the  morning 


O  -  ver  thejas-i>er  sea. 
On  -  ly     a  few  more  tears  ! 
Break  on  the  golden  shore. 


Pass  me  Wot.   w.h.doane.  5 

PANNY  CROSBY.  1868.  From  "  Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 


1^ 


-S>-', 


1.  Pass  iii^not,  O  jreii- tie  Suvioiir,  Hear  my  bumble  cry ;  While  on 

2.  ]iet   me  at     a  tb roue  of  meicy  Find  a  sweet  re- lief ;  Kueel-ing 


— #--#-^  

 i — 

^— r 

 i 

— 1 

— f 

r#    *  #  

!  1 

-J — U-j— j- 

1  ^ 

otb  -  ers  tliou  art  smil-iiig,  Do  not  pass  me  by.  Saviour,  Saviour, 
tbere  in  deep  con-  tri  -  tion.  Help  my  un  -be  -  lief. 


— 


bear  my  bumble  cry,  Wbile  on  otbers  Tbou  art  calling,  Do  not  pass  me  by. 


M  L 

Trusting  only  in  thy  merit, 
Would  I  seek  thy  face  ; 

Heal  my  wounded,  broken  spirit, 
Save  me  by  thy  grace. 
Cho. — Saviour,  Saviour,  &c. 


Thou,the  spring  of  all  my  comfort, 

More  than  life  to  me  ; 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  beside  thee?. 

Whom  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 
Cho. — Saviour,  Saviour,  &o. 


KATE  HANKEY, 


I  Love  to  tell  the  Story. 

Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


-"^^  ^r^  fir^ir-^ 

1.  I    love  to  tell  llie  sto  -  ry   Of  iin-seeii  lliin<rsa-l)ove,  ( >f  Je  -  sus 

2.  I   love  to  tell  the  sto  -  rv  ;  More  wonderful  it  seems  Than  all  the 
1     m    m     ^     ^  ^    ^                 ^      ^     ^   ^ 


and  his  glo-ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  his  love,  I  love  to  tell  the 
gold-en  fan  cies     Of     all    our  gold-en  dreams.  I  love   to  tell  the 


 fS  

-i—  m — 

i 

 0-^^ 

stu  -  ry  Because  I  know 'lis  true:  It  sat  -  is  fies  my  l(»noiiiys  As 
sto  -  ry    It  did    so  muclj  for    me!  Andthat  is  just  the  rea- son  I 


-0-0- 


0- 


^-J-^L#---#— ^  i-0- 


nothin^else  can  do.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  'Twill  be  my  theme  in 
tell   it  now  to  thee. 


More  Love  to  Thee,  0  Christ.  7 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From'' Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 


± 


5 


1.  More  love  to  Thee, O  Christ !  More  love  to  Thee;  Hear  Thou  the  pray'r  I  make 

2.  Once  earthl}^  joy  I  craved. Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee  alone  I  seek, 

3.  Let  sorrow  do  its  work,Seud  grief  and  pain ;  Sweet  are  Thy  messengers, 


-6^ 


On  bended  knee  ;  This  is  my  earnest  plea, More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Tliee, 
Give  what  is  best :  This  all  my  pray'r  shall  be.  More  love,  O  Christ,  &c. 
Sweet  their  refrain.When  they  can  sing  with  me,  More  love,  O  Christ, &c. 


jS2. 


___ — . — . —  ^  —   — 


-|S2.  . 


i 


-4= 

More  love  to  Thee  ! 

More  love  to 

Thee ! 

4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Wliisj)erThy  praise  ; 
This  be  the  partinj;  ciy 

My  heart  siiall  raise  ; 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  he  : 
More  love,  O  Clirist,  to  Thee  ! 

More  love  to  Tliee  ! 

More  luve  to  Thee  I 


^^^^^ks  pleasant  to  repeat 

^^^^^Rt  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 
^^^^^kore  wonfierfnlly  sweet. 
^^^^H'e  tf)  tell  th^  story 

HpmiRPor  soTue  have  Tiever  heard 
The  mess;i»e  of  salvation 

From  God's  own  holy  word.  Cho, 


Tune,  *'I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story,"  page  6, 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story  ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungerincr  aiid  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  ,q^lory» 

I  sins:  the  new.  new  song. 
'Twill  be — the  old,  old  story 

Tbut  I  have  loved  so  long.  CAa 


8  The  Precious  ITame. 


Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXXm. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From  "  Pure  G-eld,"  by  per. 


1.  Take  the  name  of  Je-sus  with  you,  Cliild  of  sorrow  and  of  woe — 
L*.  Take  the  name  of  Je-sus    ev  -  er,    As    a  sliield  from  every  snare; 


-19-, 


-# — 4 


It  will  joy  and  comfort  g^ive  you,  Take  it  then  where'er  you  go. 
If  temptations  'round  you  gather,  Breathe  that  holy  nauie  in  pray'r. 


7S? — Y^- 


 U^-H?— V= 


CHORUS. 


1  1 

rH  ^  '  1 

— !  * 

■ — #— 

Precious 

lame,           0  how 

sweet!           Hope  of  € 

,^  ^  1 

arth  ajid  joy  of 

]   \  ^t: 

1 — ^ — 0 — 0  

m      m      m  w 

r# — # — » — 1  1 

— f —  

I— V-y— L-  ^ 

Precious  name, 

0  how  sweet! 

1 

heaven,  Precious  name, 

Tf:-  N  ^  1 


-4- 


# — # — #- 


0  how  sweet — Hope  of  earth  and  Joy 


-#— r#-#-r-#   #  [  # 


Precious  name,  ()  how  sweet,  how  sweet. 


3  Oh  I  tlie  precious  nnme  of  .lesus  ;  | 
How  it  til  rills  our  souls  witli  joy, 

When  His  lox  in^r  arms  receive  us,  | 
And  H  is  8on;^^s  our  ton  j^uea  employ  1  Cho, 


4  At  the  name  of  Jesus  bowing, 
KalUnfr  prostrate  at  His  feet, 

King  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  flim, 
When  our  journey  is  complete.  Cho, 


Safe  within  the  Vail.  9 


Hev,  E.  ADAMS. 


Arr.  from  J.  M.  EVANS. 

■  -H  N-  ^ 


— r  


0-10- 


1.  "Land  a  -  hea<l !"  its  fruits  are  waving    O'er   tlie  hills     of  fadeless 

2.  Ouward,  bark!  the  cape  I'm  rounding  ;  See  the    hless  -  ed  wave  their 


green  ;  And  the  liv  ing  waters  laving  Shores  where  heav'nly  forms  are  seen, 
liands ;  Hear  the  harps  of  Gud  resounding  From  the  Imglit  immortal  bands. 


CHOKUS. 


V   '  '  -fl*  r  9 

liocks  and  storms  I'll  fear  no  more, When  on  that  e  -  ter  nal  shore;  Drop  the 


-#-^-#1 — S — «  

—0,0 

 E  0  



an  -  chor  !  Furl  the  sail ! 


safe     within    the     vail  ! 
-^iT-k-H  ^  \  r-.^*-^- 


'  let      the  anchor, "  riding 
.  this  calm  and  silv'ry  bay  ; 
vard  fast  the  tide  is  gliding, 
Shores  in  sunlight  stretch  away. 

Cho, 


4. 


Now  we're  safe  from  all  temptation. 
All  the  storms  of  life  are  past ; 

Praise  the  Rock  of  our  salvation, 
We  are  safe  at  home  at  last !—  Cho, 


10 


At  the  Cross  there's  Room. 


FA.NNY  J.  CROSBY,  1871. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From    Royal  Diadem."  by  per. 


1 


^ — # 


3= 


1.  Mourner,  whereso-e'er  thou  art,  At  the  cross  there^s  room  :  Tell  the  burden 


I  I 


^  #- 


I 


1 


i 

I 

1  1 

-(SI— ^- 

of  thy  he< 

irt;  A 
^  • 

t  the  eras 

fi  there's 

room 

;  Tell  it 

n  thy  S 

aviour's 

ear, 

Cast  a  - 

^: 

4-=!=- 

1 

^ — u 

t— 

=tr=t 


way  thine  every  fear,  Only  speak,  an  l  He  will  hear  ;  At  the  cross  there^s  room. 


-/S>- 


2  Ha.ste  thee,  wanderer,  tarry  not ; 
Ai  the  cross  there  s  room ; 

Seek  that  consecrated  spot ; 

At  the  cross  there's  room  ; 
Heavy  laden,  sore  oj^pressed, 
Love  can  soothe  thy  troubled  breast ; 
In  the  Saviour  find  thy  rest ; 

At  the  cross  there' ^  room  ! 

3  Thoufjjhtless  sinner,  come  to-day  ; 
At  the  cross  there's  room ; 

Hark  '  the  Bride  and  Spirit  say, 
Ai  the  cross  there's  room ; 


Now  a  living  fountain  see, 
Opened  there  for  you  and  me, 
liich  and  poor,  for  bond  and  fi 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ! 

4  Blessed  thought !  for  eve] 
At  the  cross  there's  room ; 

Love's  atoning  work  is  done 
At  the  cross  there's  room 

Streams  of  boundless  mercy 

Free  to  all  who  thither  go  ; 

O  that  all  the  world  might  know, 
At  the  cross  there's  room 


The  Gate  Ajar  for  Me.  11 

S.  J.  VAIL.  ''From  Singing  Annual," 
Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER.  By  per.  of  PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


n  ^ 

ft* 

— a — m  H — 

— '  — ,  

i — 

1  J 

l.Tliereis    a  gnte  that  stands  a -jar,  And,  tliro'  its  iK)r  -  tuls  "learning, 


— ^-pT-^— ^  I  ^rrt^  ^  ^zn^  i 

A    radiance  fruin  the  Cross  a  -  far    The  Saviour's  love   re  -  veal  -  ing. 


\ — — 0 — 

EE] 

[  At — 1  ■■ 
f      f  ^ 

FBAIN. 

-0  0 —  \  

>  b-^  ^ 

 ^ — • — "0  1 

m 

Oh,  d 

-0-^0—0  0- 

eptlis  of  mer  -  cy ! 

^0  0—0  * — 

can    it   he  That 

gate  was  left  a  -  j 

±.  ^ — ^  ■ 

^  -g- 

ar  for  me? 

_|  VA  V 

 \  

-r— 

r-^  ^  Ti 

Fur 

-0--, — —0 — 0 — 

: — 0 — 0 — L 

5  :  /— -           *  , 

me?            Was  left    a  -  jar  for 

mTT 

!For  me, 

for  me  ? 

1  i 

2  That  gate  ajar  stands  free  for  all 

Who  seek  through  it  salvation  ; 
The  rich  and  poor,  the  great  and  small, 
Of  every  tribe  and  nation.  Hefr. 

3  Press  onward,  then,  though  foes  may  frown, 

While  mercy's  gate  is  open. 
Accept  the  cross,  and  win  the  crown, 
Love's  everlasting  token.  jRe/r. 

4  Beyond  the  river's  brink  we'll  lay 

The  Cross  that  here  is  given. 
And  bear  the  Crown  of  life  away, 

And  love  Him  more  in  heaven,  J?efr. 


12  The  Valley  of  Blessing. 


Words  by  ANNIE  WITTENMYER. 


Music  \y  WM.  G.  FISCHER. 


-V- 


1  I  liave  entered  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

And  Jesus  abides  with  me  there  ; 
And  bis  spirit  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  complete, 
And  his  perfect  love  easteth  out  fear. 

Chorus. 

O,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 
Where  Jesus  will  fullness  bestow — 

01»  believe,  and  receive,  and  confess  him, 
That  all  his  salvation  may  know.* 

2  There  is  peace  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

And  plenty  the  land  dotli  impart ; 
■  And  there's  rest  for  the  wearv  worn  traveler's  feet, 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  heart.  Chorus, 

8  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet. 
Such  as  none  but  the  blood-washed  may  feel ; 
When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spirits  to  greet, 
And  Christ  sets  his  covenant  seal.  Choins, 

4  There's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet. 
That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain — 
As.  with  rapturous  praises,  we  bow  at  his  feet. 

Crying,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain  ' ''  Chonis, 


Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  "bleed?  13 


ISAAC  WATTS,  1709. 


S.  J  VAIL. 


FINE. 

 1  #1^  J  1  

-J — 1^ 

 «  h^V*— 

 [  

-•iJ-H — \  m~ 

!  and   did  my    Saviour  bleed?  And  did    niv  Sovereign  die  1 


D.  c.  Yes,  Je  -  sus  died  for    all  mankind;  Bless  God,  sal-vation's  free. 


—  N-+-*^-Nn 

m 

^-^^ 

Would 

He    de- vote  til  at 


L_^!^_J  ^ 

sa-  cred  head  For 
 ^  

'1 

sucli    a  Avorm  as 

q  f-f—^ 

-• — • — # — »— 

1  1/ 1 

D.  c.  in  Chorus. 


1       N  K 

Je  -  bus  died  lor 
N  I 


I  I 


3'ou,   aud   Je  -  sus  died  for 


tor  me 


for  you, 


2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree !  Chorus, 

8  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  maker,  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin.  Chorm, 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears.  Chorus, 

t>  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, — 
*Tis  all  that  I  can  do.  Chorus, 


14 


The  Eifted  Rock. 


L.  T.  H. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  "Pure  G-old,"  by  per. 


1 

1.    Ill    the  Rift  ed  Rock  I'm  resting,  Sure  and  safe  from  ail 


a  - larni ; 


m 


i 


Storms  and 


I  


bil  -  lows  have  u  -  nit-ed,    All    in  vain,  to    do  me  harm; 


-ff  ^ — # — ,  L — u-Hs—  -t 


r-J  ^-K— VI 

— «— , — ^  1-^ — N- 

^ — 

1^ 

^2 — ^  .-J-' 

— #-T-#  ^  «- 

1  ^ 

1 — a-^!— *i- 

■ :  *  •  * 

In  the 
Clio.  In  the 


Rift-ed  Rock  I'm  resting,  Surf  is  dash-ing  at 
Rift-ed  Rock  I'm  resting,  Sure  and  safe  from  all 


-V— i^— V- 


my  feet, 
a  -  larm ; 


D.  s.  for 

-J  fe- 

Chorus. 

Storm-clouds  dark  are  o'er  me  hovering,  Yet   my  rest    in;  all  complete. 
Storms  and    billows  have  u- nit-ed,    All    in  vain,  to  do    me  harm. 


2  Many  a  stormy  sea  I've  traversed. 
Many  a  tempest-shock  have  known; 
Have  been  driven,  without  anchor, 
On  the  barren  shores,  and  lone. 


Yet  I  now  have  found  a  haven,  -. 

N3ver  moved  l)y  tempest-shoe 
Where  my  soul  is  safe  forever, 

In  the  blessed  Rifted  Rock.  Gho 


Welcomo  to  Glory. 


15 


Words  by  Mrs  P.  PALMER. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  KNAPP,  by  per. 


T-^*-F«—  5— « — « — S — ^  'A 


WliJit  tlieii  for  niv  spir  -  ii     a  -  ^^  :iils  ?  lliey  .•-ii'g:  on  tiie  |:l<>i  ifi«'<!  sIkmc 

-     -      -  .   -  ^     _  ^  - 


#  • - 


Welcome  home ! 


Aveleome  lioiiu' 


A    welroii.t' ill  <jlo  -  vv  foj* 


i 


Welcome  home ! 


welcome  home  ! 


i^l^  ^=g=d 


me;        Welcome  home !      welcome  home  !  A   welcome  for  me! 

S:;:|z|:2:izi 


"T" 


!   U    g1  " 

Welcome  home ! 


welcome  home !    welcome  hoiiTe  I 


2  When  from  Calvary's  mount  I  rise, 

And  pass  througli  the  portals  above, 
Will  shouts,  Welcome  home  to  the  skies  I 
Kesound  through  the  regions  of  love  ? 
Welcome  home !  etc. 

3  Yes  !  loved  ones  who  knew  me  below, 

Who  learned  the  new  song  with  mo  here, 
In  chorus  will  hail  me,  I  know, 
And  welcome  me  home  with  good  cheer! 
Welcome  home !  etc. 

4  The  beautiful  gates  will  unfold. 

The  home  of  the  blood-washed  I'll  see; 
The  city  of  saints  I'll  behold ! 
For,  0  !  there's  a  welcome  for  me  I 
Welcome  home !  etc. 

5  A  sinner  made  whiter  than  snow, 

I'll  join  in  the  mighty  acclaim. 
And  shout  through  the  gates  as  I  j^o, 
Salvation  to  God  and  the  Lamb: 
Welcome  home !  ete. 


16  The  Sweet  By-and-By. 


Words  by  S.  F  BENNET. 


J.  P.  WEBSTER.  ♦ 

I  1st  time.  I 

1  


1^   ^  Tlieie's  a  lainl  tliat  is  fair  -  er  tliaii  day,    And  by    faitli    we    can  see 
(  For    the  Fa  -  ther  waits  o  -ver  the  way,  (omit  


^       ^  ^ 


~V~V~T~V~V 

2d  time. 


i 


x: 


-/'S? — 
a  -   far ; 
S 


To     pre  -  pare  us 

I 


i 


a   dwell  -  iiig 


place  there. 


l5— »Z 


i 


111    the  sweet  by    and  by, 

-  1  M.  ^  1  ^— p !  


We  siiall  meet  on  that 


— # — — ^ 

In  the  sweet 


bv  and  by, 


i 


beau  -  li-fiil  sliore. 


A  A 


In    the  sweet 


bv  and 


by    and  by, 


bv  and 


by,    In  the 


i 


We  shall  meet    on    tiiat   beau  ■ 


sweet  by  and  by, 

*  By  permisaion  of  Olives  Ditson  &  Co. 


Glory  to  the  LamlD.  17 


Rev.  B.  W.  OORHAM,  Arr. 


-1— ^   ■  L  '  ^ 

1 

1.  The  world  is  o  -  ver-come 
'2,  My  sins   are  washed  a  -  way, 


by  the  hi  nod  of  the  Lamb, 
111    the  blood    of    the  Lamb, 


3  I've  washed  my  garments  white, 
In  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 

4  I've  lost  the  fear  of  death 
Through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 


The  martyrs  overcame 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 

I  soon  shall  gaim  the  skies, 
Through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 


"We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 
The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest, 
And  our  spirits  shall   sorrow  no 
more, 

Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. 
In  the  sweet,  etc. 

3. 

To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 
We  will  offer  the  tribute  of  praise, 
^    For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love, 
^       And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our 
days ! 

"in  the  sweet,  etc. 
2 


Tune,  «'IN  THE  Sweet  By  and  By,"  page  16. 

4. 


We  shall  rest  on  that  beautiful  shore, 
In  the  joys  of  the  sav'd  we  shall  share ; 
All  our  pilgrimage-toil  will  be  o'er, 
And  the  conquerors  crown  we  shall 
wear.    In  the  sweet,  etc. 

5. 

We  shall  meet,  we  shall  sing,  wo 
shall  reign 
In  the  land  where  the  saved  never 
diet 

We  shall  rest  free  from  sorrow  and 
pain, 

Safe  at  home  in  the  sweet  by-and 
by.    In  the  sweet,  etc. 
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I'm  Kneeling  at  the  Cross. 


Words  by  Rev.  J.  PARKER. 


^  ^ 


Mnsio  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


I.  Tlie  blood,  the  bliMxl  is  all  my  plea,Norsli<)n)«l  a    sinner  wtnuler,  For 


I 


guil  -  ty   stain  and   stinging  pain  Ilalli  torn  mv  heart  a  -  sun-iler! 


V  >- 


CHOECS. 


 J  H-H^-N-H^ 


But  now  I'm  kneeling  at  tlie 


cross,  Wnsliinjif  in  the  crimson  tide,  And 
,N    N    N  N 


cleansed,  I    tar  -  ry   at  the  fountain,    Opened  at  my  Saviour  s  side. 


2  T  rest,  I  rest  supremely  blest, 
Without  a  care  to  canker; 
No  gloomy  night,  my  path  is  light, 
My  hope  holds  like  an  anchor. 
A.nd  still  I'm  kneeling,  etc. 


3  My  cup,  my  cup  it  runneth  oVr, 
Witii  joy  celestial  brimming: 
On  wings  of  love  I  soar  above, 
His  hallelujahs  hyninuig. 
And  still  I'm  kneeling,  ei 


4  The  blood,  the  blood  is  all  my  song, 
I  have  no  l)liss  without  it; 
From  every  stain  it  makes  me  clean, 
My  life  and  lip  sliall  shout  it. 

And  still  I'm  kneeling,  etc. 


The  Cleansing  Wave.  19 


Mrs.  PHGEBE  PALMER.  Mrs.  JOS.  F.  KNAPP,  by  per. 
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Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  migbty     to    save,  Points  to  His  wounded  side. 
It  speaks  1  poliu  -  ted    iia  -  ture  dies  !  Sinks  !  'neatb  the  cleansing  flood. 

F-^-^  M 


d — ^- 


The  cleansing  stream,  I  see,  I  see  !    I  plunge,  and  oh,    it  cleansetli  me  I 


93* 


ii 


Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleansetli  me  !  It  cleansetli  me,  ves,  cleanseth  me 

\^    >    \     ^     0^ti     ^  0    0    0  ' 

0  —0 — 0  1  r,^ — ■■  \  1 1* — r-^ — *  — ^  ^ 


3  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 

Above  Die  world  and  sin. 
With  heart  made  pure,  and  garments 
white. 

And  Christ  enthroa'd  within,  Cho, 


— t/— p-|  \  tr-^ 

4  Amazing  grace  !   'tis  heaven  be- 
low 

To  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified  Cho. 


20         The  Cleansing  Fountain. 


OOWPBH,  1779, 


Old  Melody 


1.  Tliere  is     a  fountain  fill  il  witli  blood. Drawn  from  TiiiiTiaiiufcl's  veins; 


i-^i  1 

And  sinners  plun^'d  beneatli  thnt  flood.  Lose  all  tlieir  guilt stains. 


if: 


£ — 


T  tr-f- 

CHORUS. 


i 


Lose    all     tlieir  guilt  y      stains,    Lose   all     tlieir  guilt  -  y  stains, 


 ^— 

-F'      ■-H  \  \  

T  ^   

1         1  L-' 

 J 


And  sinners  ])lungM  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilt -y  stains. 


.  ' 


2  The  dyinp:  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 
And  there  nmy  I,  lhou«;h  vile  as  be, 

Wash  all  iny  sins  awav. 

Cho.   Wash  all,  etc. 


4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  8av^•  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 
RodeemitiiT  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Cho    And  shall,  etc* 


3  Thou  dying  lamb  !  thy  precious  blood    5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song. 


Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  rafisorji'd  Church  of  G.)d 
Are  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

Cho.  Are  saved,  etc! 


I'll  sing  thy  power  to  ?«ave, 
Wlien  this  poor  lisping  stannn'ringtongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Choy  Lies  silent,  etc. 


Secret  Prayer.  21 


FANNY  CROSBY. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From    Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


^5 


1.  There  is  an  hour  of  calm  relief  From  every  throbbiug  care,  "Tis  when,  before  a 


^ — ^ — 1  r  -J 


#  y  ^ 


Si 


=S1 


thro!ie  of  oi  ace,  I  kneel  in  secretprayer.      O  that  voice   to  me  so 

b=■^^=  f=^-br— 


-V— y^- 


O  that  voice  I  love  to 


dear, 


Breathino-  soft 

-m  «  


on  mv    ear  I 


Weary 


hear,  love  to  hear, 


Breathing-  soft  on  niy    ear,  on  my  ear, 


— 

"Tis  thy  Saviour  speaks  to  thee. 


child,   look  np  and  see; 


Weary  child, look  up  and  see,  look  and  see. 


2  When  one  by  one,  like  threads  of 

gold, 

The  hues  of  twilight  fall, 
O  sweet  communion  with  my  God, 
My  Saviour  and  niy  all ! 

3  1  hear  seraphic  tones  that  float 

Amid  celestial  air, 


And  bathe  my  soul  in  streams  of  joy, 
Alone  in  secret  prayer. 

4  0  when  the  hour  of  death  shall  come, 
How  sweet  from  thence  to  rise, 
With  prayer  on  earth  my  latest 
breath. 
My  watchword  to  the  skies. 


22      How  Can  I  keep  from  Singing  ? 


f.  J.  HARTLET. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  "  Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


1.  My  life  flows  oil     in    endless  song;  Above  earth's  lam- en -ta-tioii. 
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atch  the  sweet,  tho' 

far-off  hymn  That 
J  ^  . 

hails  a  new   ere  - 
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Ti  i  r 
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0--,  -0- 


Through  all  the  tu  -  mult  and  the  strife,  I    hear  the  mu  -  sic  rinjj-in<^; 


It    finds  an    ech  -  o      in  niy  soul— How  can  I  keep  from  singing  I 


2  What  though  my  joys  and  comfort  die  ? 

The  Lord  my  Saviour  liveth  ; 
What  though  the  darkness  gather  round? 

Songs  in  the  night  he  givetli, 
No  storm  can  shake  my  inmost  calm, 

While  to  that  refutre  clinging; 
Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  lieaven  and  earth, 

flow  can  I  keep  from  singing  1 


3  1  lift  my  eyes ;  the  cloud  grows  thin ; 

I  see  tiie  blue  above  it ; 
And  day  by  dav  this  pathway  smooths, 

Since  first  I  learned  to  love  it; 
The  peace  of  Christ  makes  fresh  niyheart, 

A  fountain  ever  springing  ; 
All  things  are  mine  since  I  am  hie— 

flow  can  I  keep  from  singing  i 


We  shall  meet. 


23 


Rev.  JOHN  ATKINSON. 


i 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1867. 
From     Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


-4- 


1.  We  sliail  meet  beyond  tlie  riv  -  er, 

2.  We  shall  strike  the  harps  of  glo-r}', 


.0  0_  ^  

By  -  and  -  by,  by  -  and  -  by  ; 
B V  -  and  -  bv,        by-  and-  bv  ; 


And  ilie  darkness  shall  be  o  -  ver^ 
We  shall  sing  redemption's  sto  -  ry, 


By  and  -  b\% 
By-  and'  by, 


by  -  and-by  ; 
by  -  and-by  ; 


-# — #- 


f  \  \  ji  


fefe 


done,  And  the  jjlorious  oat  -  tie  won, 


With  the  toil  -  some  journey  done. 

And  the  strains  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more  Shall  re-sound  in  sweetness  o'er 


-0—0- 


I 


pp 


.0  L_N^^- 


e  shall  shine  forth  as  the 
Yonder    ev  -  er  -  last-ing- 


sun,  By  -  and  by,  by  -  and  -  by. 
sht)re,      Bv  -  and  -  bv.         by  -  and  -  by. 

I — c — 0---0  


SHE 


3. 


We  shall  see  and  be  like  Jesus, 

By-and-by,  by-and-by  ; 
Who  a  crown  of  life  will  give  us, 

By-and-by,  by-and.  by ; 
And  the  angels  who  fulfil 
All  the  mandates  of  His  will. 
Shall  attend,  and  love  us  still, 
By-and-by,  by-and-by. 


4. 

There  our  tears  shall  all  cease  flow- 
By-and-by,  by-and-by;  [ing. 
And  with  sweetest  rapture  knowing, 

B3*-and-by,  by-and-by ; 
All  the  blest  ones  who  have  gone 
To  the  land  of  life  and  song, 
We  with  shoutings  shall  rejoin, 
By-and  by,  by-and-by. 


24      Oh,  Sing  of  His  Mighty  Love. 


Rev.  F.  BOTTOME.  D.  D.  Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 
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2  ^  Oil,  bliss  of  the  pu-  ri  -  fie<l !  bliss  of  the  free  I  1  plimj,'e  in  the 
^  O'er   siu    and  uii  cleanness  ex  -  ult  -  ing^    I  stand.  And  point  lo  the 
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CHOEUS. 
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Sing    of  His  r 

nighty  love— 
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save! 
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2  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified  !  Jesus  is  mine, 
No  longer  in  dread  condemnation  I  pine  ; 
In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  his  grace, 
"Who  lifted  upon  me  the  smiles  of  his  face  ! — Gho. 


3  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified !  bliss  of  the  pure  ! 

No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  his  blood  cannot  cure  ; 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly  find  rest, — 
No  tears  but  may  dry  them  on  Jesus'  breast.  Oho, 

4  O  Jesus  the  Crucified  !  thee  will  I  sing ! 

My  blessed  Kedeemer  !  my  God  and  my  King ! 

My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er  the  grave, 

And  triumph  at  death,  in  the  Mighty  to  save.  Cho, 


Whiter  than  Snow.  25 


JAMES  NIOHOLSOW.  Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


,  1      N  1 
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lit 

Dear  Je  -sus,  I  loiio-    to    be    per  fect-ly  whole  ;  )  Break  down  every 
1  want  thee  for-ev  -  er,   to    live  in  my   soul ;  ) 
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whiter  than 

snow. 

=f 

1 

Whiter  than  snow, yes, whiter  than  snow  ;  Now  wash  me  and  I  shall  he  w  Inter,  &.c. 


0-0-0- 


2  Dear  Jesus,  come  down  from  thy  throne  in  the  skies, 
And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sacrifice  ; 
I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I  know — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  <fcc. 


3  Dear  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humbly  entreat ; 
I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy  crucified  feet, 
By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  thy  blood  flow — 
Now  wash  me.  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow, 
Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  &c. 


4  The  blessinof  by  faith,  I  receive  from  above  ; 
O  glory  !  my  soul  is  made  perfect  in  love  ; 
M|  prayer  has  prevailed,  and  this  moment  I  know, 
The  blood  is  applied.  I  am  whiter  than  snow. 

Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  &c. 


26 


Our  Loved  Ones  gone  tefore. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1868. 


S.  0.  FOSTER.  l>y  per. 


^   ^  Oil,  liow  ewcet  wlieii  we  mingle  with  kiinirt'd  spir-its  liere,  And 
}  W'heu  hy  faith  we  can  see  him,  and  feel   liis  piesence  near.  It 
r».  C.  We  shall  dwell  with  the  ancrels  and  join  iheir  choral   song,  Our 

^^ 


tell    of     Je-siiji  and   his  h»ve ;  ) 

lifts  our  lon}iin»:  souls  a  -  hove.  )  We  shall  meet  on  the  banks  of  tke 
lov  d  ones,  Iov"d  ones  f,'one  be-fure. 
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^2  Haik  the  words  of  our  Master,  be  faithful,  watch  and  pray, 
Presg  on  where  joys  eternal  flow  ; 
Let  us  journey  to«:ether  alonjj  the  shining  way, 
And  sing  lejoicing  as  we  go.  CJio. 

3  We  are  pilgrims  to  Zion.  though  trials  we  must  bear. 
We'll  count  them  blessings  in  disguise; 
Though  the  cross  may  be  heavy,  the  crown  we  soon  shall  wear, 
lu  heaven,  where  pleasure  never  dies.  Cho. 


SORROW  SHALL  COME  AGAIN  NO  MORE. 
1  What  to  me  are  earth's  pleasures,  and  what  its  flowing  tears ? 
What  are  all  the  sorrows  I  deplore  ? 
Ihere  s  a  song  ever  swelling,  stiii  lingers  on  my  ears, 
♦*Oh,  sorrow  shall  come  again  no  more." 

Cho. — 'Tis  a  song  from  the  home  of  the  weary: 
**  Sorrow,  sorrow  is  for  ever  o'er: 
Happy  now,  ever  happy,  on  Canaan's  peaceful  shore. 
Oh,  sorrow  shall  come  again  no  more." 


I  am  the  Door.  27 


Words  and  Melody  by  Harmonized  by 

Rev.  DWiaHT  WILLIAMS.  S.  J.  VAIL. 
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load    of     sin  ;    Tiie  nijiiil    is    darl-:,    the  storm     is   wild,  C) 
 ^-^—9—   s  ^  .  ^  


"I  am  the  door," 
Co lije, gently  knock, 
And  I  will  loose  t)ie  heavy  lock, 
That  guaiiis  mv  Father's  precious 
fold ; 

Come  iu  froixi  darkness  and  from  cold. 

3       "I  am  the  door," 
No  longer  roam, 
Here  are  thy  treasures,  here  thy  home ; 
I  purchased  them  for  thee  and  thine, 
And  paid  the  prioe  in  blood  divine. 


"I  am  the  door," 
My  Father  waits 
To  make  thee  heir  of  rich  estates  ; 
Com  e,  d  w  ell  with  him,  and  d  well  with 
me. 

And  thou  my  Father's  child  shall  be. 
5       '  I  am  the  door," 
Come  in,  come  in, 
And  everlasting  treasures  win  ; 
My  Father's  house  ;\'as  built  for  thee, 
And  thou  shalt  share  his  home  with 


2  I  geek  not  earthly  glory,  iior  niiugle  with  the  gay ; 

I  desire  not  this  worla  s  gilded  store ; 
There  are  voices  now  calUng  from  those  bright  realms  of  day, 
Oh,  sorrow  shall  come  again  no  more.''  Cho, 

3  'Tis  a  note  that  is  wafted  across  the  troubled  wave  ; 

'Tis  a  song  I've  heard  upon  the  shore; 
*Tis  a  sweet-thrilling  murmur  around  the  Christian's  grave: 
Oh,  sorrow  shall  come  agaui  uo  more." — CAo, 
(Tane  page  26,) 
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Resting  at  the  Cross. 


WM.  J,  KIBKPATHICJK,  by  per. 


i 


:r  

I. To  Uie  cross  of  Christ,  my  Saviour.  I  had  hrouglit  niv  wearv  soul.  Burden'd. faint, ami 
J,  At  the  cross,  w  liile  iiieekly  bowiijtr.  Jesus,  smiling,  iiade  me  live :  "  1  have  died  for 


^  ^  y  / 


s  s  V  s  ^ 

r--  

5 

i»n)ken  hearted.  Prayiiifr. '*Jesus  Tiiake me  whole."  Glory,  gl'j- ry  be  to  Je  -  sus, 
vour  trallSgre^siOIlS,  And  I   freelv  all  forgive." 


J  s  s  s  s  s 


— ^ — y — ^ — ^ 


r            ^    ^    ,^  ^ 

 v-s, 

^    ^     '     ^     '  9 

r .    — a — «  ~  M  M 

-S- — ^ — 

 #  =  #  =  — 

I  am  counting  all  but  dross  ; 

— ^- 

I  have  found  a  full  sal  -  va  -  tion, 

w —  =  

I  am  resting 

#-  -#> 

—  ^ — ^ —  /<— ^ — 

0-  -p — # —  ^ — r — #- 

✓    ✓    ✓    >  ✓ 

^  # 

I'm  rest'ne, 


I'm  restin; 


Tni  reeling,  Slq. 


i-il 


at  the  cross;  I'm  i-esting  at  the  cross.  I'm  refMiiigat  the  ci'osr, 

I'm  nstinjr  at  thecross, 


null 





3  At  the  cros^,  while  prostrate  lying.  4  At  the  cmss.  Tm  calmly  trusting, 

Jesus'  blood  flowed  o'er  my  .soul,  ,     Every  moment  now  is  sweet ; 
All  my  puilt  and  sin  were  covered,  j  I  am  tasting  of  Ris  glory, 
And  He  whispered,  "Child  be  whole,  "j     I  am  resting  at  His  feet,  C%0. 

Cho} 


0  Thou  God  of  my  Salvation.  29 


Eev.  CHAS.  WESLEY. 


0.  0.  CONVERSE,  by  per. 

^  1 


i 


I 


1.  O    tbouGodof   riiy    sal- va - tioii,   My    Kedeemer   from  all  sin; 


i 


Moved  bv  tliv    ili  -  vine    compassion.  Who  liast  ilied  inv  licniito  win, 
I       \    i      J  i 


#— i- 


i 


1    will  praise tliee:  I  will  praise  tliee :  Wlieresliall  I  lliy  praiselie^'in  ? 


:i=: 


— — * 


I   nil!  praise  tliee :  I  will  praise  tliee :  VVlieresljall  I  lliy  prai^e lieylii. 


2  Tho*  unseen,  I  love  the  Saviour ; 
He  hath  brought  salvation  near; 

Manifests  his  pard'ning  favor  ; 
And  when  Jesus  doth  appear, 

l|:  Soul  and  body  :|| 
Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 

3  While  the  angel  choirs  are  crying,  - 
Glory  to  the  ^reat  I  Am, 

I  with  them  will  still  be  vying — 


Glory  !  ^?lory  to  the  Lamb  ! 

Il :  O  how  precious  :|| 
Is  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name  ! 

4  Anorelsnow  are  hov'rinor  round  us, 
Unperceived  amid  the  thron^^  ; 

Wond'rinor  at  the  love  that  crown'd 
Glad  to  join  the  holv  song  :  [us, 

II :  Hallelujah,  :j| 
Love  and  praise  to  Christ  belong! 


30        For  Thou  hast  died  for  Me. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY,  July,  1866. 

-^-^-K,   


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY. 

From  "  Trio,"  by  per. 


1.  Wlien  clouds  hang  darkly  o'er  my  way  And  eartlily  comfort  dies,  On  thee  niy 


✓  ^  ^  i  1/ 


r  ^-s^-^ 

rH  N    h  N. 

- !     ^  N 

— ^ — «- 

-  -±  1 —  —  V- 

Saviour  and  niy  ( 

L*- — 

jod,  My 
— ^ 

every  hope  reli 

es.    I  hear  thy 

^ ..  ^  s  N 

spirits  gentle 

- .  f-f-f= 

-V-N 


if— ^ 


N    N  N- 


voice,Thy  cross  hy  faith  I  see,  Thy  precious  hlood  O,  dyin«i  Laiuh  !  Redeems  and 


N    N  N 


✓ 


^    ^  ✓ 


PI 


-N— N- 


makes  me  what  I  an\  For  thou  hast  died  f(.)r  me,  P\)r  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


#— f    #  P 


-S— ^— r 


2  My  soul,  confiding  in  thy  word, 

Can  rest  securely  there, 
And  feel  at  peace  in  every  storm, 

Beneath  thy  watchful  care  ; 
A  sinner  lost,  but  saved  by  grace 

Be  this  my  only  plea  : 
Thy  precious  blood,  O  dying  Lamb 
Bedeems  and  makes  me  what  I  am 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


r 

3  0  when  I  leave  this  mortal  scene, 

And  rise  to  worlds  of  light; 
Then  shall  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 

Arrayed  in  glory  bright : 
There  by  the  living  stream  divine, 

My  raptured  song  shall  be  ; 
Thy  precious  blood,  O  dying  Lamb! 
Redeems  and  makes  me  what  I  am, 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


My  Ain  Countrie. 


31 


Miss  M.  A.  LEE. 


Scotch  Song.  Arr. 


I       am  far  frae    my  bame.  an'  I'm   Area  -  ry 

1  11  ne'er  be    fu'    coi^tent,    un  -  til  my 

But  tbese  sicbis  an'  these  soun's  will  as  naetbinij 


DC. 


af  -  tenwbiles,  For  the 
een    do    see  The 
be     to  me,  Wben  I 


1st  time. 


2d  time.    FINE.  I 


lang'd-for  harae-bringfing,  an'  my  Father's  welcome  smiles,  ) 

gowden  gates  of  heav'n,  an'  my  (OMIT  ^  ^in  conn  -  trie. 

hear  the    angels  singing  in  my  (omit   ain  coun  -  trie. 


{  The  earth  is  fleck'd  wi'  flow  -  ers,  mon  -  y  -  tint  -  ed  fresh  and  gay  ; 
(  The  bird  -  ies  war  -  ble  biithe-ly,    for   my    Fa  -  tber  made  them  sae; 


i 


2  I've  his  gude  word  of  promise,  that  some  gladsome  day  the  King, 
To  his  ain  royal  palace,  bis  banished  hanie,  will  bring 

Wi'een,  an'  wi"  heart  running  owre  we  shall  see 

*' The  King  in  bis  beauty,"  an'  our  ain  countrie, 

My  sins  hae  been  mony,  and  my  sorrows  liae  been  sair  ; 

But  there  they'll  never  vex  me,  nor  be  remembered  mair. 

For  his  bluid  hath  made  me  white,  and  his  hand  shall  dry  my  e'e, 

When  he  brings  me  hame  at  last  to  my  ain  countrie. 

3  Like  a  bairn  to  its  mither,  a  wee  birdie  to  its  nest, 
I  wad  fain  be  ganging  noo  unto  my  Saviour's  breast. 

For  he  gathers  in  liis  bosom  Avitless  wortliless  lambs  like  mc, 
An'  *'he  carries  them  himsel',"  to  his  ain  countrie. 
He's  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,  he'll  surely  come  agaiu, 
He'll  keep  his  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken ; 
But  he  bids  me  still  to  wait,  an'  ready  aye  to  be, 
To  gang  at  ouy  moment  to  ray  ain  countrie. 

4  So  I'm  watching  aye,  and  singing   o'my   hame  as  I  wait, 
For  the  soun'ing  o'  liis  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden  gate, 
God  gie  his  grace  to  ilk  ane  wha  listens  noo  to  me, 

That  we  may  a' gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countrie. 

[Last  four  lines  of  1st  verse  can  he  sung  to  cotnplete  4th,  verse.] 
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Jesus  is  mighty  to  save. 


Mrs.  ANNIE  WITTENMYER. 


WM.  a.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


1  All  vrio  -  ry  to  Je- siis  be  piv'n.  That  life  and  sal- va-tion  are  free; 
2.  From  the  darkness  of  sin  and  des  -  pair,    Out  in  ■  to  the  light  of  his  lovp, 

^     N  ^  ^  ♦  ^  ^  ^ 


Atld  all  Jiiay  be  waslrd  and  forgiven,  And  Jef^ne  can  save  e  -  veil  ineT 
He  has  brought  me  and  nia«le  me  an  heir,  To  kingdoms  and  mansions  above. 


Yes,    Je  sus   is  niisrhty,    is  mighty    to  save,  And  all  his  snl  •  va-tion  sal- 


ation  may  klio\v,On  bis  bo-som  I  leati,  And  his  blood  makes  me  clean, For  bis 


^  ^  ^ 


4 


WW 


blood  can  wash  whiter  th.-iTTTiioNV. 


^^^^^ 


m 


3  Oh,  the  rapturous  heights  of  his  love. 

The  measureless  <lepths  of  his  grace, 
My  soul  all  his  fulne^8  wnubl  prove, 
And  live  in  his  loving  emi)race. 
Cho.  —Yes,  Jfsus  is  miglitv,  d&c. 

4  In  him  all  my  wants  are  supplied, 

His  love  makes  my  heaven  l»elow, 
And  freely  his  blood  is  applied. 

His  l»loodthat  make«  w  hiter  than  snow. 
Cho. — Yes,  Je&us  i&  migbiy,  &c. 


By  the  Gate  they'll  meet  us.  33 


Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER. 

ft..    V   .  N 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1872* 
From  "  Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


Zt2 


-«I-T-^ 


1.  In  the  fadeless  spring-time,  on  the  heavenly  shore,  Kindred  spirits  wait  us, 


-a  \  1  ^-i- #  ^v—  ^ 


who  have  gone  be  -  fore  ;  There  no  flow  -  ers  with-er,   and  no  pleasures  cloy, 

^    ^  ^  ^ 


u  OHOEUS.  w      w       is  I 


In  that  land  of  beau- ty,    In  that  home  of  joy.  By  the  gate  they'll  meet  us, 


ritard. 


 #-«r-^ 


'neath  that  golden  sky,     Meet  as  at    the  por  -  tal — Meet  us   by  •  and  -  by. 


■trr 


2  In  the  misty  gloaming,  death  awaits  us  all ; 
Silent  is  his  coming,  sure  the  Master's  call  ; 
And  the  angel-footsteps  mark  the  upward  way, 
Till  the  twilight  merges  into  heavenly  day. — Cho» 

3  Trusting  in  the  Saviour,  may  we  humbly  wait, 
Till  the  holy  angels  ope  the  pearly  gate  ; 

And  the  loving  Father,  from  His  gracious  throne, 
g        Smiling  bids  us  welcome  to  our  heavenly  home. — Cho, 


Under  His  Wings. 


JAMES  NICHOLSON. 

^ — s~v— V- 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 


4^F=F-f  h  ^  A  

 L*l^l  ^  0  0  .0  J.  0 — J 


^  -  ^    d  S; 


1.  In    God  I  liave  found  a  re  -  treat, Where  I    can    se  -  cure  -  ly  a 

^^^^^^ 


 \  ,  ,  

1^-9^-' — 

^  ^       ^  ^  ^8  

L4  1  -1  1  1  1  

bide  ;    No     refnjje,  nor  rest  so  com-plete,  And  liere  I    in  tend  to   re  - 

4— 


1  ! 

 K — Vi 
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side.        Oh,  what  comfort     it    brings,  As  ray  soul    sweetly    sings : 


i 


am    safe     from  all  dan  -  ger  While  un 

m   .     -^-^^        -  . 


der 


his  wintjjs. 


sy — g  g 
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w  ^ 
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-  I  dread  not  the  terror  by  night, 

No  arrow  can  liarnj  me  by  day  ; 
His  shadow  has  covered  me  quite, 

My  fears  He  has  driven  away.  Cho. 
3  The  pestilence  walkiiig  about, 

Wlien  darkness  has  settled  abroad. 
Can  never  compel  me  to  doubt 

The  presence  and  power  of  God.  Cho, 


4  The  wasting  destruction  at  noon, 
No  fearful  foreboding  can  bring; 

Willi  Jesus,  my  soul  doth  commune, 
His  perfect  salvation  I  sing.  Cho. 

5  A  thousand  may  fall  at  my  side. 
And  ten  tliousand  at  my  right  liand  > 

Above  me  His  wings  are  spread  wide, 
Beneath  them  iu  safety  I  stand.  Cho. 


Only  one  Way  to  the  Cr$ss.  35 


Words  by  Rev.  JOHN  PARKER. 


S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 


1.  Tiiereis  on  -  ly  oneway  to    tlie  cross.  And  on  -  ly  one  cross  for  thy 

2.  Tht-re  is  on  -  Iv  onenanieun  der  heav'n,  Bv  which  vou may  ev  •  cr  at - 


trust;  All  oth  -  ers  bring  sorrow  and  loss.  This  Inings  the  proud  heart  to  the 
tain       A  hope  to   be  heard  and  lor-given,  Aiid  brought  to  sal-va-tion  a- 


«— p- 


f:  ^  ^  ^ 

— i  r— 


-K— K 


dust.  This  brings  the  proud  heart  to  the  dust.  Then  conie  kneel  at  the  cross,  Counting 
gain,  And  brought  to  salvation  a  -  gain. 


P15 


t4: 


else  but  dross  ;  For  Je  -  sus,  the  Saviour,  Seeks  them  that  are  lust. 


rr 


3  There  is  only  one  cross  to  be  borne, 

That  cross  is  not  heavj^  to  bear, 
It  may  call  thee  in  conflict  and  scorn, 
||:To  confess  Him — His  burdens  to  share.  :||  Refr, 

4  There  is  only  one  kingdom  to  win, 

One  home  with  the  blood-washed  above; 
He'll  help  thee  who  died  for  thy  sin ; 
||:  Oh,  fear  not,  but  trust  in  His  love.  :j|  12cfn 


36 


The  Eiver  of  Song'. 


FANNY  CROSBY.  1873. 

=23 


See 


Wm.  H.  DOANE. 

From  ••  Royal  Diadem."'  by  per. 

K      N      V      K  . 


^?  9- 

1.  O     tlie  sleep  of  just  a  moment.  "When  t)ie  spir-it  sinks  a  -  n  ay  ! 

2.  We  shall  hear  ce-ies-tial  mu  -  sic     O'er   its  bosom  sweep  a  -  loiig. 


✓  ✓  ^  i 


^  /  ✓  ✓ 


9 

.                *  ^  ^ 

—  ^  ^- 

 ^ 

9—9     -     *  !. 

'  9    ^  ^  9 

»     ^  • 

Tlieii  the  Makiiio.  blissful  wak  -  ing-.  In  a  >rorl<]  of  endless  day! 
LiKe  theroiceof  many     ua-lers:  Hark  I  the  ev  -  er  -  last  ing  song. 


^  ^  y 


CHOErs. 

■U — V- 


O  the  rap  -  tii;e,  ho-ly  rap  -  tuie.  There  to  stand  with  the  bright  liappy 
'9-*'^  —  —  —  ^     M     M     M     ^     m     m       m  m     ^  m 


0  the  rapture  there,  ho  ly  rapture  there, 


^      ..^  ^    ^     '          ^  V 
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?v  i 
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thro»g !  There  th 

?  sacred  springs  of  pleasure  w!th 

^,-9—9  9  #— ' 
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sti  eau  e  of  love  unite.  In  a 
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 ^ 
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pure  flowing  riv  -  er  of 

song. 

m 

3. 

Worthy  is  the  L«n>b  forever, 
Worthy  is  tlie  Lamb,  they  cry; 

Glory,  glory,  hallelujah, 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high! 
O  the  rapture,  &c. 


Oh,  how  He  Loves! 


37 


Miss  MARIANNE  NUNN. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 


1.  One  there  is  a  -  bove  all  others,  Oh,  how  He  loves!  His  is  love  be - 
2  'Tis  e  -  ter-nal  life  to  know  Him,  Oh,  how  He  loves  !  Think,  oh,  think  how 
3.  Blessed  Jesus  I  would  you  know  Him,  Oh,  how  He  loves  !  Give  yourselves  en- 


-i — ^-0 


yond  a  brother's.  Oh,  how  He  loves  !  Earthly  friends  may  fail  or  leave  us, 
much  we  owe  Him,  Ob,  how  He  loves!  With  His  precious  blood  He  bou^rht  us, 
tire  -  ly  to  Him,  Oh,  how  He  loves  I     Think  no  more  then,  of  to  -  morrow, 


One  day  soothe,  the  next  day  grieve  us  ;  But  this  Friend  will 
In  the  Mil  -  der  -  ness  He  sought  us.  To  His  fold  He 
Take   His       ea  -  sy       yoke  and    fol   -   low,     Je  -   sns   car  •  ries 


■ii— #- 


4-1 


A-li  Yoiir  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
Oh,  how  He  loves  ! 

.    ^  ^     „  .         Backward  shall  your  foes  be  driven, 

ne'er  deceive  us,  Oh.  how  He  loves'  /-w,  xr^  i^,.^^  i 

safely  brought  us.  Oh,  how  He  loves  '  ^      O^]'  ^^^^  He  loyes  ! 
all  your  sorrow,  Oh,  how  He  loves !  Best  of  blessiuors  He  11  provide  you, 
I  Nouojht  but  good  shall  e'er  betide 


-0—0- 


i9 


1 


vou, 


|Safe  to  oflory  He  will  guide  you, 
Oh,  how  He  loves ! 


Light  and  Comfort. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY.  1867. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


1.  Liglit  and  com- fort  of   my  soul,  Wlieii  tlie  bil  -  lews  o'er  me  roll: 

2.  Lord,  my  soul  m  tears  would  mourn,  All  the  anguish  Thou  hast  borne  ; 

3.  Mocked  and  scourged — condemned  to  die.  On  the  cross  extend  -  ed  hi«»h ; 


B  a 


H — 
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Tliou  dost  bid  me,  in  Thy  word,  Cast  my  bur- den  on  the  Lord, 
In  tl»e  gar  -  den  I  would  be.  Lone-iy  watch  er  still  with  Thee, 
Ten- ant  of     the    lone- ly  tomb,  Mi^^ht-y   conqu'ror  o'er   its  gloom, 


9 — ^ 


Je  - 
TIkiu 

Cniwneil  vieto  ■  liiMis  G 
■»-  -e- 


Sav-iour  oi;ee  betray'd,  Sac  -  ri  -  fice  for  siii-ners 
:tst  sufft-rt'd  Thou  hast  bled,  Thorns  have  ))itrc'd  Tby  sacred 


®f  lov( 


made  ; 
head  ; 

To     thy  Father's  home  a  -  hove, 


-4= 


Wretched,  lost,  to  Thee  I  fly.  Save.  O  save  w\e,  or  I  die. 
Je  -  sus,  while  I  cling  to  thee.  Let  Tby  sor  -  row  plead  f<»r  me. 
Grant  my  soul   a     place,  at    last,  Where  the  stornis  of  life   are  past. 

cSJ-n-T-f  f—^  ^-T  *  ^  ^-^  -r  ^  


We've  a  Home  over  there. 


39 


T.  O.  O'KANE,  by  per.    PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


m 


1.  (),    tliiiik  of    a  lioine    o  ver  ibere,  By  the  side  of  the  riv  er  of 


T  -3 — X — ^  y-\ 
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light,                  Where  the 
0  -  ver  there. 
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gaiiits  all  im  -  rnor  -  tal  are 
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fair,  Are 
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robed  ia  their  garments  of  whiie  over  tL'ere. Over  there,  ovei  there,  over 


# 
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there,  over  tliere, 

^       "T  ■ 
D  think  of    a  home  0  -  ver  there,  0  -  ver  there;  0  ver 

-  -5-    -3-.-r  -r-    -f-.-r-  —          ^  ^ 



0  •  - 

there,  over  tiiere,  over  tliere,  over  there.  O  think  of  a  horae  orer  there. 


--0:^  p: 


2  0,  think  of  the  fnends  over  there, 

Who  before  us  the  journey  have  trod. 
Of  the  songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air. 
In  their  home  in  the  palace  of  God. 

Over  there,  over  there. 
O  thick:  of  the  frieoili  oyer  there. 


%  ni  ?oon  be  at  h'^me  over  there. 

For  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see ; 
Many  dear  to  my  heart  over  there. 
Are  iratchmg  and  yaitiug  fur  me. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
I'll  six>ji  be  an  hocje  over  there. 


40 


Jesus  paid  it  all. 


PROCTOR. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


-0 — *-#-S-# 
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 ^  ^  
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1  1 

1  Nanght  of  merit  or  of  price, 
Kemaiiis  to  justice  due  ; 
Jesns  died,  and  paid  it  all, — 
Yes,  all  the  debt  I  owe. 

Cho. — Jesns  paid  it  all, 

All  the  debt  I  owe, 
Jesus  died  and  paid  it  all, 
Yes,  all  the  debt  I  owe. 


2  When  he  from  his  lofty  throne,  ^ 

Sroop'd  down  to  do  and  die, 
Every  thing  was  fully  done  ; 
"  'Tis  finished  1"  was  his  cry,-CAa 

3  Weary  not,  O  toilinsr  one, 

Whate'er  thy  conflict  be. 
Work  for  him  with  cheerful  heart, 
Who  suffered  all  for  thee.- Cho, 


4  Clinging  to  the  Saviour's  cross, 
Look  up  by  simple  faith, 
Praise  him  for  the  pard'ning  love 
That  saves  from  endless  death. — Cho, 

6  Bring  a  willing  sacrifice — 
Thy  soul  to  Jesus'  feet  ; 
Stand  in  him,  in  him  alone, 
All  glorious  and  complete. — Cho, 


Shall  we  meet  in  Heaven. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  STEVENSON. 


From    Boyal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


-J  ^  J 
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vV  e  may 
r^-T-i  1 
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meet  there, 


.  ^,  I   # — # — ^ — s-r^ — — * — 


We  may  all  meet  tlie-  e. 

-9 — # — 0 — » 


We  may  uU  meet  tliere,meet  there,       We  may  all  lueet  there,  meet  there, 
-N— K 


I 


-# — #- 

If  Ave  love  the  Lord,  and  obey  Jiis  word, We  mav  all 


i 


meet  Uiere. 


all  meet  there, 


1  Shall  we  meet  in  heaven,  shall  we  meet  in  heaven, 

With  the  blest  who  have  gone  before? 
Will  a  crown  be  given,  will  a  crown  be  jjiven. 
When  we  stand  on  the  other  shore  ?  Befr, 

2  Will  the  angels  bright,  will  the  angels  bright, 

Bear  us  on  to  that  happy  home  ? 
With  the  saints  in  light,  with  the  saints  in  light, 
Shall  we  stand  round  the  great  white  throne  ?  Befr, 

3  Yes, we  all  may  meet,  yes,  we  all  may  meet, 

Where  this  life  and  its  toils  are  o'er. 
And  each  other  greet,  and  each  other  greet, 
In  a  land  where  we'll  part  no  more.  Befr. 


42  Wondrous  Love. 


Mrs.  M.  STOCKTON. 


Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


CHORUS. 

1  N 


 ^   ^  0—  J 


O. 'twas  ]ovo.'iwas  wondrous  love!  The  love  of  God  to 

J  L 


1^ 


It  brouirlit  my  Saviour  from  ubov^ 


To  die  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 


1. 

Gou  lov'd  the  world  of  sinners  lost, 

And  ruin  d  by  the  fall  ; 
Salvation  full  at  highest  cost, 

He  offers  free  to  all.  Cho. 

2. 

E'en  now  by  faith  I  claim  Him  mine, 

The  risen  Son  of  God  ; 
Redemption  by  his  death  I  find, 

And  cleansing  through  His  blood. 

Cho, 

3. 

Love  brings  the  glorious  fullness  in. 
And  to  his  saints  makes  known  ; 


The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin, 
Through  faith  in  Christ  alone. 

Cho. 

i. 

Believing  souls  rejoicing  go, 
There  shall  to  you  be  given, 

A  glorious  foretaste  here  below 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven.  Cho, 

5. 

Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power, 
Let  all  the  ransom 'd  sing 

And  triumph  in  the  dying  hour, 
Thro'  Christ,  the  Lord,  our  King. 

Cho, 


Rest  in  Thee. 
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E.  TURNEY,  D.  D. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY,  by  per. 
From     Royal  Diadem." 


-0-  4- 


1.  Blessed  Je  -  sus,  Blessed  Je  -  sns.  Thou  who  grav'st  thyself  for  me, 
^i.  Hope  of  all     the  meek  and  low  -  ly,  Thou  iny  hope  and  joy  shalt  he 

■  5  a  t-  '-is— ^  2— rfiffz: 


--i5^— 


1^ 


-lilt: 


Le'tve  me  not  in 
Bless-ed    Je  -  sus, 


sin  to 
Blessed 


wan 
Je  - 


 :   j  — p-  _[  


-  der;  Hid  me  come  and  rest  in 
sus,  Bid  me  eonie  aud  rest  in 


Thee. 
Thee. 


—0^ — 

1 
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—  

Rest 

in  Thee, 

Kest 

in 

^  --^ 

Thee,  Bid 

me  coHie 

and 

T 

rest 

ill    Thee ; 
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It:- 
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1 


1^ 


J  L 


Kest    in  Thee,  Rest  iji    Thee,  Bid    me  come  and  rest   in  Thee. 


r 


4  Highest, pnrest.8v/eeteRt  pleasure, 
Shall  thy  service  l^riii^  to  me  : 

Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus. 
Bid  me  come  and  rest  iu  Thee. 


8  Draw  me  from  each  sinful  striving  ; 

From  myself,  O  set  me  free  : 
Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus, 

Bid  me  come  and  rest  in  Thee. 


44      Beautiful  Home  of  the  Blest. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  BENNETT. 


From  "Eoyal  Liadem."  by  per. 


ClK).  Beau  ti  -  ful  lioine  of  tlie  blest,  Bcaiiti  -  fnl  Ijorne,  1)eaiiti  -  lul  home! 


^  ^ 


Home  where  tlie  Mea  -  ry    ones  rest,    Ikau- ti  -  fiil  home  on  high? 


Home  where  the  pure  and  the  good  shall  stand.  Chid  iu  u  hile  raiment  at  God's  rig:ht 

.  N  [haiid, 

r-f — ^ — I  ;  \ — 


N    N    N    ^_  N  N 


I  -h^  _# — p_ 


I)  c.  1st  verse 


Cii  clin"  liis  tinoiie  ill  a     radi  iiit  l»:ntd,  Snioiiio  for  -  t-v  -  er  tlMMre. 


^    ^    0    p    /  ^ 

2  Hoioe  hy  the  river  of  I  ff, 

Bt  autifui  home,  ix  aiititul  l)ome  ! 
Fiet-  from  earih  s  ])assioii  and  strife, 

l-it*auiifiil  iiome  o?i  iii<iii ! 
Homewliere  the  i)ris  TK'r  finds  sweet  re- 
lease ; 

Home  wliere  all  sorrows  forever  cease  : 
Ht)me  wht're  theransom'd  ones  dwell  in 
peaee. 

Happy  foiever  there.  Cho. 

3  Home  of  the  glorified  thron<r, 

Beaulifnl  liome,  lieaiitiful  home! 
Hojne  ol  iheMhoiit  and  song. 

Beautiful  home  on  higli 
Hume  where  the  beautiful  angels  dwell ; 


Home  of  the  blessed,  where  all  is  well; 
Home  of  sweet  raptures  no  tongue  can 
tell. 

Ever  increasing  there.  Cho, 

\  Ilonte  in  the  city  of  gold. 

lieautifid  home,  beautiful  home! 
Home  where  are  pleasures  untold, 

Beautiful  home  on  high ! 
Home  where  the  many  bright  niansiona 
be; 

Home  \^  here  the  children  their  Savioux 
see; 

Home  wiiere  they  v<?-orship  eternally, 
Braising  him  ever  there.  Cho. 


The  Penitent. 
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Rev.  JOHN  a.  CHArSE. 


CHESTER  a.  ALLE1»,  by  per. 
From     Bright  Jewels." 


— ^  r 

! 

1.  Cau  my  soul  find  rest  from  sor- ro^v,  Cuu  my   sins  for  •  giv-eii  be, 


* — 

Must  I  Avait  un  -  til  to  -  mor-row  Ere  my  Sav-iour  speaks  to  me? 


— ^_ 


N    h  N 


Will  He  speak  m  words  of   kindness  ?      ill  He  wash  a  -  way  my   sin  J 


-9-^  -  N  S 

^ — 

^5 — 
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Will  He  lift  tins  vale  of   blindness,  And  re- more  this  deadly  painl 


-V- 


-# — 


-7 — 


O,  the  darkness,  how  it  thickens, 

Like  the  brooding  of  despair  ! 
And  my  soui  wiihin  me  sickens — 

God^  in  mercy,  hear  my  prayer  1 
Give  me  but  a  hope  to  cherish. 

Give  me  just  one  ray  of  light — 
Help  me,  save  me,  or  1  perish, 

Take  away  this  awful  night ! 


3  Now  He  hears  me,  He  will  save  me, 

I  behold  His  shining  face, 
Hear  Him  whisper  He  will  have  me — 

O,  the  miiacle  ol  gincel 
I  will  joy  to  tell  the  story 

How  He  Cometh  from  above — 
Fills  my  soul,  O  ^lory,  glory  ! 

With  the  blessings  of  His  love. 


46  Save  me  at  the  Cross. 


FANNT  J.  CROSBY,  1874. 


1 


Arr.  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN, 

 ^  ^  N  I 


J  (  Lov  -  iii<i  Snvu>ur.  lifar  my  cry.  licar  my  cry,  liear  Tiiy  cry, 
/I       have  siim'd  but  Thou  hust  died, TI 


riiou  hast  died,  Tiiou  bast  died, 


Treinldiiiir  to  Thy  nniis  I  fly,  O  save  me  at  tlie  cros.s: 
la       Thy  mer  -  cy   let     me  liide,  O    t^ave  me   at    the  cross. 


1  P 

CHORUS. 


Dear    Je  -  sus    re  -  ceive  me, 


more  \\i)uld  1  grieve  Thee, 


Now,  l)]ess-ed  Re  -  deem  -  er,  O  save  me  at  the  cross, 
-j^-^ — 0- '- — 0 —  # — r#— ^ — 0  0 — r  P  ^  ^  9 — r^*-*- 


i 


-V- 


f-i-- 
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2  Though  I  perisli,  ||  I  will  pray,  || 
Thou  of  life  the  living  ^^ay, 
()  save  me  at  the  cross. 
Thou  hast  said  Thy  ||  grace  is  free,  | 
Have  compassion,  Lord,  on  me, 
O  save  me  at  the  cross. 
Dear  Jesus,  etc. 


^  ,  I 

3  Wash  me  in  Thy  ||  cleansing  blood,  K 
Plunge  me  now  beneatli  the  flood, 

O  save  me  at  the  cross. 
Only  faith  will  ||  pardon  bring,  |i 
In  that  faith  to  Thee  I  cling, 
O  save  me  at  the  cross. 
Dear  Jesus,  etc. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  A  D.  1S74.  by  Biglow  &  Main,  in  the  Office 
of  the  Librarian  of  Congress,  at  Washington. 


I  come  to  Thee !  47 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1868. 


SYLVESTER  MAIN,  1868. 
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1.  I    come  to  tliee,  I  conje  to  thee !  Thou  precious  Lamb  who  died  for  me, 


r-r-r 


i 


i 


i — 


rest  coii-fid-ing   in  tliy  word,  And '  cast  my  bur-den  on  the  Lord.'^ 


I    come  to  thee  with  all  my  grief,  Dear  Saviour,  Iielp  my  un  -  be-lief; 


— 

-r-r  ^  :g 
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Thy  blessed  name,  my  on- ly  plea,  With  this,  O  Lord,  I  come  t»  th^-e  ! 


^1  ^ 

-1 — # — ^ — 1 — 
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'  i  1 

2  I  come  to  thee,  whose  sovereign  power 

Can  clieer  me  in  the  darkest  hour, 

I  con.e  to  thee,  thro'  storm  and  shade — 

For  tliou  hast  said,  "  be  not  afraid." 

I  come  to  thee  with  all  my  tears. 

My  pain  and  sorrow,  doubt  and  fears; 

Thou  precious  Lamb,  who  died  for  me, 

I  come  to  thee,  I  come  to  thee ! 


3  To  thee  my  trembling  spirit  flies, 
When  faith  grows  weak,  and  comfort  dies, 
I  bow  adorinj;  at  thy  feet, 
And  hold  with  thee  communion  sweet — 

0  wondrous  love  !  O  joy  divine  ! 

To  feel  thee  near  and  call  thee  mine! 
Thou  precious  Lamb,  who  died  for  me, 

1  come  to  thee,  I  come  to  thee ! 


48  All  to  Christ  I  Owe. 


Mrs.  E.  M.  HALL, 


JOHN  T.  GRAPE. 


:j:;,f__?;:::H 
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^  1 

I.  I  heiir  the  Snvioursay,  Thy  stre!i<;tli  indeed  is  small;  Child  of  weakness,  watch  and 


CHORL-S. 


Find  in  me  thine  all  in    all.     Je  su.^jpaid  it    all,      All  to  him  I  owe; 


-  -1  .   ^  d^^— ^- 

Sin     had  left  a 
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crimson  st 
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washed  it  white  us 
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snow. 
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Lnrd,  now  indeed  I  find 
Tby  faith,  and  thine  alone, 

Can  change  the  leper's  spots, 
And  melt  the  heart  of  stone. 


For  nothing  good  have  I 

Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim— 

I'll  wash  my  garment  white 

In  the  blood  of  Calv'ry's  Lamb. 


4. 

When  from  my  dying  bed 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise, 

Then  "Jesus  paid  it  all" 
Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies.  C%o. 

5. 

And  when  before  the  throne 
I  stand  in  him  complete, 

I'll  lay  my  trophies  down, 
Ail  down  at  Jesus'  feet.  C/io. 


The  Song  of  Hope.  49 


S.  J.  VAIL,  ty  per. 

— «  « — « — 

1.    A        scft    sweet  voice  from  K  -  deu 

1 — ^  

steal  -  ill':: —   Sn.?h  ns 

^    ^  2: 

•           — fc;  >^    ^    U-^  y 

 's^  ^«  i« 

~\  \  - 

I 


bnt    to     an  -  gels   known,  Hopes  cheer -iiig  so?);::    is     cv  -  er 


■fc'i — ' — — ■ — — * — •  .  I 
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7^ 


^  -sr. 

tbrilliug,  **  It  is    better    far  -  ther  on,     It    is  better     farther  nn. 


i 


2  I  hear  hope  singing  sweetly  singing, 

Softh^  in  an  under  tone  ; 
And  singing  as  if  God  had  taught  it, 
II :  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :|| 

3  B}^  night  and  day  it  sings  the  same  son.g,— 

Sings  it  while  I  sit  alone  : 
And  sings  it  so  the  heart  may  hear  it, 
II :  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :|| 

4  It  sits  upon  the  grave  and  sings  it — 

Sings  it  when  the  heart  would  groan  ; 
And  sings  it  when  the  shadows  darken, 
II ;  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :|| 

Still  farther  on  !  O  how  much  farther? 

Count  the  mile  stones  one  by  one  ; 
No  !  no  !  no  counting — only  trusting, 
||:  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :]| 


6 

4 


50 


The  Bright  Forever. 


Words  by  FANNY  J.  CROSBY.  1871. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN, 
From  "  Pure  Gold,"  by  per. 


1.  Breaking  thro'  the  clouds  tlint  untlier  O'er  thci  cliri.stian's  lui  -tal  skies, 


L>isUuit  beams,  like  floods  of  glo  -  ly,  Fill    tlie  soul  with  glad  siir-])rise  ; 


^ — -v—^ — ^ 

~-t-A — ^ 

-e — — N 

!       ,N    N  ^ 

— — J — f-- 

-T^A  u__S- 

^0-^-0—0  -L 

5— ^T— 

And  we   al  -  most  hear  the  e  -  cho      Of  the  pure  and  ho-ly  throng, 


lu    the  bright,  the  bright  forev  -  er,     lu    the   summer-land    of  song. 


On  the  banks  bevond   the  riv  -  er,  \Ve  shall  meet  no  more  to  sev  -  er  ; 


The  Bright  Forever.  Concluded.  51 


ritard 


lu  the  bright,  tlie  bright  for  -  ev  -  er, 


III    tlie  suininer-luiid     of  song. 


— 1 


i 


2. 

Yet  a  little  while  we  linger, 

Ere  we  reach  our  journey's  end  ; 
Yet  a  little  while  to  labor, 

Ere  the  evening  shades  descend , 
Then  we'll  lay  us  down  to  slumber, 

But  the  night  will  soon  be  o'er ; 
In  the  bright,  the  bright  forever, 

We  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 

Cho, 


3. 


O  the  bliss  of  life  eternal ! 

O  the  long  unbroken  rest ! 
In  the  golden  fields  of  pleasure, 

In  the  region  of  the  blest. 
But,  to  see  our  dear  Redeemer, 

And  before  His  throne  to  fall, 
There  to  hear  His  gracious  welcome — 

Will  be  sweeter  far  than  all. 

Gho. 


Come,  Come  to  Jesus ! 


Rev.  Geo.  B.  PECK. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 


igfliii 


1  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  welcome  thee, 
O  Wand'rer,  eagerly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

2  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  ransom  thee, 
O  Slave  !  eternally  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

3  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  lighten  thee, 
()  Burdened  !  trustingly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 


4  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  give  to  thee. 
O  Blind  !  a  vision  free  ; 
Come,  come  to  J esus  ! 

5  Come,  eome  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
O  Weary  !  blessedly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

6  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  carry  thee. 
O  Lamb  !  so  lovingly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 


52        The  Land  of  Beulah.  C.  M. 


Eev.  J.  HASKELL. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


O  come,  aiigel  l>u:iil,  come,  and  a- 
....  V  ^.^  . 


I  I 


I 


N    V    S  S 


round  me  stand,  O  bear  me  a  way  on  your  snowy  wings, To  niy  im-mor  -  tal 


J? — ^-'^  -^■ 
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Lome.  0  b< 

1 —  1 

3ar  ine  away  on  youi 

-0-  ^ 

snowy  wing^,  1 

^  mv  immortal 

liome. 

\^  ^  V 

1  My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast, 

My  race  is  nearly  run  ; 
My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 
*My  triumph  is  begun.  Refr. 

2  I  know  I'm  nearing  the  holy  ranks, 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear. 
For  I  brush  the  dews  on  Jordan's  banks, 
The  crossing  must  be  near. — Refr. 

3  I've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  homo, 

My  spirit  loudly  sings  ; 
The  holy  ones,  behold  they  come  ! 
I  hear  the  noise  of  wings, — R^r. 

4  O,  bear  my  longing  heart  to  Him 

Who  bled  and  died  for  me  ; 
Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin, 
And  gives  me  victory.  — Refr. 


I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee.  53 


Words  by  Rev.  Wm.  Mc  DONALD. 


Wm.  a.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


Cho.  I  am  trusting,  Lord  in  thee,  Dear  Lamb  of  Calvary  ;     Save  me,  J esus,  save  me  now. 

Humbly  at  thy  cross  I  bow  i 


1  I  am  coming  to  tlie  cross  ; 
I  am  poor  and  weak  and  blind  ; 

1  am  counting  all  but  dross  ; 

I  shall  full  salvation  find.  Cho. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sigh'd  for  thee ; 
Long  has  evil  reigned  within  ; 

Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 

I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin.  Cho. 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee,  — 
Friends, and  time,  and  earthly  store ; 


Soul  and  body  thine  to  be — 
Wholly  thine — forever  more.  Clio. 

4  In  the  promises  I  trust ; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust ; 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified.  Cho. 

b  Jesus  comes  !  he  fills  my  soul ! 

Perfected  in  love  I  am  ; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole  ; 

Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb.  Cho. 


i 


The  Hesurrection.  8s. 

Her.  WM.  B.  COLLIER. 


1 


I  {  The  angels  that  watch'd  round  the  tomb  Where  low  the  Redeemer  was 
(  When  deep  in  nior-tal  -  1- ty's  gloom.  He  hid,  for  a  sea-son  hi.s  li 
D.  c.  Have  witnessed  his  rising,  and  swept  Their  chords  with  the  triumphs 


laid. 


id.  > 
nd.  \ 
of  joy. 


That  veil'd  their  fair  forms  while  he  slept,  And  ceas'd  their  sweet  harps  to  employ, 


2  Ye  saints,  who  once  languished  behiw. 
But  long  since  have  entered  your  rest, 

I  pant  to  be  glorified  too, 
And  lean  on  Immanuel's  breast; 

The  grave  in  which  Jesus  was  laid 
Hatb  buried  my  guilt  and  my  fears  ; 

And  while  I  contemplate  its  shade, 
The  light  of  his  presence  appears. 

3  O !  sweet  is  the  season  of  rest 
When  life's  weaiy  journey  is  done; 

The  blush  tliat  spreads  over  its  Avest, 

The  last  linji^'ring  rays  of  its  sun. 
Tliougb  «lreary  the  empire  of  uigbt, 


I  soon  shall  emerge  from  its  gloom, 
And  see  immortality's  liglit 
Arise  on  the  shades  of  the  tomb. 

4  Then,  welcome  tlie  last  rending  sighs, 
When  these  aching  heart-strings  shall 
break. 

And  death  shall  extingiiisb  tliese  eyes, 
And  moisten  with  dew  the  pale  cheek  ; 

No  terror  the  pn^spect  begets ; 
I  am  not  mortality's  slave ; 

The  sunbeam  of  life  as  it  sets 
Leaves^ halo  of  p.^aQ^  rouu.d  tbe  grave. 
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Sweet  Hest  in  Heaven. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


mi 


There  is  sweet  rest  in  beav'n,  There  is  sweet  rest    in   heav'u,  There  is 

lieav'n,  

^    ^     4L     ^    JS..  ~^J3L.  -jfi..    4L  ^ 


—  N^- 

9  -G 

 PS  N- 

 ^  «— 

 ^  «  ^  

Y  1  

1^ 


sweet  rest,  There  is    sweet   resit,  There  is     swt  et  rest    in  heav'n 

^  ^  -r~  ^ 


e1 


1. 

Come,  brethren,  dou't  grow  weary. 

But  let  us  journey  on  : 
T)ie  passing  scenes  all  tell  us  * 

That  death  will  surely  come  ; 
The  moments  will  not  tarry  ; 

This  life  will  soon  be  gone  : 
These  bodies  soon  will  moulder 

In  th'  dark  and  weary  tomb  : 

Cho.  • 


2. 

Loved  ones  have  gone  before  us, 

They  beckon  us  away, 
O'er  aerial  plains  they're  soaring, 

Blest  in  eternal  day ; 
But  we  are  in  the  army. 

And  dare  not  leave  our  post  ; 
We'll  fight  until  we  conquer 

The  foes'  most  mighty  host.  Cho, 


3  Our  Captain's  gone  before  us, 

He  kindly  calls  us  home 
To  yonder  world  of  glory, 

And  sweetly  bids  us  come. 
The  world,  the  flesh,  and  Satan, 

Will  strive  to  hedge  our  way, 
But  we'll  o'ercome  these  powers, 

If  we  hourly  watch  and  pray.  CKo, 


One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus.  55 


Miss  ANNA  WARNER 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From     Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


_.J  ,  

-aHr-<"    ^  ^ 

 1 — i^H- 

— ^  ^  

-^_« — 

^   , — ^ : 

1.  One  nior«  day's  work  for  Je-siis,  One 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  sus :  How 

/7    /7  •  «    #    #          ^  rj 

 ^      9-^-.       ^  Jh-" 

[ess    of  life  for  me  !  But  lieav'n  is 
glorious  is  my  King  !  'Tis  joy,  not 
1 

^  •  id    m  •  m    ^  •  m    m  m 

1    !  -L 
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^-  Y^- 

r  1  1 -p 
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iiear-er,  And  Clirist  is  dearer  Than  yes  -  ter-day,  to  me;  His  love  and 
du  -  ty,    To  speak  his  beauty ;  My  soul  mounts  on  the  winjj:  At  the  mere 


"1 — r 


1 — hn-r 


S 


CHOEUS. 


1 — r 


light  Fill  all  niy  soul  to-night.  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus, 
tho't  How  Christ  mv  life  has  bouglit. 


One 


t— j- 


!    I  I 


-i  1 — 

— \~ 

^  ■  r  1  1 

1  1 

t9^' 

i 

more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  less  of  life  for  me. 


■0- 


3  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus ; 

How  sweet  the  work  has  been,  • 

To  tell  the  story, 

To  show  the  glory, 
Where  Christ's  flock  enter  in  I 

How  it  did  shine 

In  this  poor  heart  of  mine  !  Cho. 

4  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus— 

O,  yes,  a  w^ry  day ; 
But  heaven  shines  clearer 
And  rest  comes  nearer. 


At  each  step  of  the  way ; 
And  Christ  in  all — 
Before  his  face  I  fall,  Cho. 

5  O,  blessed  work  for  Jesus  ! 
O,  rest  at  Jesus'  feet ! 
There  toil  seems  pleasure, 
My  wants  are  treasure, 
And  pain  for  Him  is  sweet, 
Lord,  if  I  may, 
I'll  serve  another  day  !  Oho. 


56      "The  Sinner  invited."  6s  &7s. 


Words  by  Rev.  C.  B.  DAVIDSON. 


Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  Mc  DONALD. 


FINE.  \  I 

^  ^  _ 


-  4  j 


Sinner,  come  will  you  go ! 

To  the  highlands  of  heaven? 
Where  the  storms  never  blow, 

And  the  long  summer's  given  : 
Where  the  bright  blooming  flow'rs, 

Are  their  odors  emitting  ; 
And  the  leaves  of  the  bow'rs. 

In  the  breezes  are  flitting. 
2. 

Where  the  saints  robed  in  white — 
Cleansed  in  life's  flowino;  fountain ; 

Shining  beauteous  and  bright, 
They  inhabit  the  mountain. 


Where  no  sin,  nor  dismay, 
Neither  trouble,  nor  sorrow, 

Will  be  felt  for  a  day. 
Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 

3. 

He's  prepared  thee  a  home — 

Sinner,  canst  thou  believe  it? 
And  invites  thee  to  come — 

Sinner,  wilt  thou  receive  it? 
O  come,  sinner,  come ! 

For  the  tide  is  receding. 
And  the  Saviour  will  soon 

And  forever  cease  pleading. 


I  am  Thine  Own. 


Mrs  HELEN  BRADLEY. 


Rev.  A.  A.  WRIGHT. 


^^^^  \^.^ 


1  I  am  thine  own,  O  Christ  ; 

Henceforth  entirely  thine  ; 
And  life  from  this  glad  hour, 
New  life  is  mine. 

2  No  earthly  joy  can  lure 

My  quiet  soul  from  thee  : 
This  deep  delight  so  pure, 
Is  heaven  to  me. 

3  My  joyful  song  of  praise 

In  sweet  content  I  sing  : 
To  Thee  the  note  I  raise, 
My  King  !  My  King ! 


i: 


-T"^  \  ^-trV-t^ 

4  I  cannot  tell  the  art 
By  which  such  bliss  is  given: 

I  know  thou  hast  my  heart, 
And  I — have  heaven. 

5  O  peace, — 0  holy  rest, 
O  balmy  breath  of  love  : 

O  heart,  divinest,  best, — 
Thy  depth  I  prove. 

6  I  ask  this  gift  of  Thee— 
A  life  all  lily  fair. 

And  fi-agrant  as  th»  place 
Where  seraphs  are  I 


I 


Revive  us  again. 
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Rer.  W.  P.  MACKEY. 


From  "New  Praises  of  Jesns,"  by  per. 

4-^ 


5  Halle- 
?  Halle- 1 

u-jah  !  Thine  th 
u-jah!  Thine  th 

e^Iory,  Halle - 
egiorv,  [Omit 

lujali !  Ar 

uen.  J 
...  SRe 

-^^  ^  ^  ' 

viveus  a- 

r-T-r 

1  We  praise  Thee  0  God  !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love, 
For  Jesus,  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above.  Gho, 

2  We  praise  Thee,  O  God !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 


cho. 

Cho. 


Wholl  stand  up  for  Jesus?  7s  L  6s. 

Words  by  Rev.  L.  H.  Music  by  Rev.  L.  HARTSOUGH. 


By  per.  of  Philip  Phillips.    |  l^^. 

1 

2d.  FINE. 

111 

1  1  

J  J  O  who'll  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  The  lowly  Naz-  a  -  reiie  ?  ) 

'  }  And  raise  the  blood  staiii'd  banner  Amid  the  LOmit  ]  ^  hosts  of  sin? 

D.c.  All  hail  reproach  or  sorrow  If  Je-sus  [Omit  ]  leads  me  there. 

CHORUS.  D.  c. 

1 — r-^= 


The   Cross  for  Christ  I'll  cher  •  ish,     Its   crn  -  ci  -  fix  -  ion   bear ; 


2  0  who  will  follow  J esus, 

Amid  reproach  and  shame? 
Where  others  shrink  or  falter, 
Who'll  glory  in  his  name  ? 

8  My  all  to  Christ  I've  given, 
My  talents,  time,  and  voice, 


Myself,  my  reputation, 
The  lone  way  is  my  choice. 
4  O  Jesus,  Jesus,  Jesus, 

My  all-sufficient  Friend! 

Come,  fold  me  to  thy  bosom, 
E'en  to  the  journey's  end. 


58  Home  of  the  Soul. 

Mrs.  E.  H.  GATES. 


5 


PHILIP  PHILLIPS,  by  per, 

K  J  ! 


1.   1    will  siiif?    you     a    soiicr     of    thai  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land, 
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beat  on  the  glit  -  ter-ing  strand.  While  the  vears  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty 
•  ^  ^  #  #_ 
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roll,    While  the  years  of   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ly  roll ;  \Miere  no  storms  ev  er 


1 


i 


P=2 


S2I 


5^ 
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-V— V- 


beat    on  the    <;lit  -  ter-ing  strand,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni-ty  roll. 


i  

The  Lord  will  Provide.  59 

O.  S.  HARRINaXON.  by  per.    E.  TOURJEE. 


-L 


IP 


1.  In  some  way     or  oth-er 

2.  At  some   time    or  oth  -  er 

3.  Despond  then    no  longer ; 


the  Lord  will  provide  ;  It 
the  Lord  will  provide  ;  It 
the  Lord  will  provide  ;  And 


may  not  be  my  way,  It  may  not 
may  not  be  my  time.  It  may  not 
this  be  the  token — No  word  he 


be  thy  way,  And  j^et,  m  His 
be //ly  time, And  yet  in  His 
hath  spoken  Was  ev  -  er  yet 


It 


r-^  ^   r 

i 


own  way' 'The  Lord  will  provide." 
own  time,  *  "The  Lord  will  provide." 
broken, — *-The  Lord  will  provide." 


4. 

March  on,  then,  right  boldly; 

the  sea  shall  divide  ; 
The  pathway  made  glorious, 
With  shoutings  victorious, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus, 
"The  Lord  will  provide." 

Mrs.  M.  A.  W.  COOK. 


2  Oh,  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  visions  and  dreams, 
Its  bright  jasper  walls  I  can  see  ; 
Till  I  fancy  but  thinly  the  vail  intervenes 
II :  Between  the  fair  city  and  me.  :|| 

Till  I  fancy,  etc. 
8  That  unchangable  home  is  for  you  and  for  me, 
Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands  ; 
The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  he, 

II :  And  he  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands.  :|| 

The  King  of,  etc. 
4  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land. 
So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  bauds 
i|:To  meet  one  another  again.  :|| 

With  songs  on,  etc. 
Tune    Home  op  the  Soul,"  on  page  58. 
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Guide.  7s  DoulDle. 


(1858.)  Words  and  Music  by    M.  M.  WELLS. 

\/  j  1^   ■  1  J*  -^^gf-^ 

III  i 


1. 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  guide, 
Ever  near  the  Christian's  side  ; 
Gently  lead  us  by  the  hand, 
Pilgrims  in  a  desert  land  ; 
Weary  souls  for  e'er  rejoice, 
While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home, 

2. 

Evertpresent,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near  thine  aid  to  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come  ! 
Follow  me,  1  11  guide  thee  home. 

3. 

When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease. 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wond'ring  if  our  names  were  there  ; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 


Pleading  nought  but  Jesus'  blood  ; 
Wiiispering  softly,  wanderer,  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home  ! 

WHY  WILL  YE  DIE? 
1. 

Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why  ? 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live  ; 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands  ; 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands,— 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die  ? 

2. 

Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why? 
He,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve. 
Died  himself,  that  you  might  live, 
Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vain? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again? 
Whv,  ye  ransom 'd  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 

C.  Wesley.  1756. 


Precious  Jesus.  61 


Rev.  F.  BOTTOME,  D.  D.,  by  per. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1873,  by  per. 


I.  Precious  Je  -  v^U'*!  (),    to  love  1  liee, 

'J.  Vain  the  world,  its  pleasure  hoastiiiv 

3.  Bold  I   touch  thy  saeie«l  j:ar?Meiit, 

4.  O,   how  precious,  dear  Ke  -  deemer, 


(),  to  know  that  '1  iiou  art  tiiine  ! 
Vain  the  charms  of  life  to  ine. 
Fearless  stretch  tuy  ea  <:er  iifind  ; 
Is    the  love  that  fills  niv  soul ! 


Je  -  sus,  all  my  heart  I  give  Thee,  If  Thou  wilt  hut  ninke  it  Thine, 
Gold  is  dross  and  rich- es  worthless,  If  tliey  turn  njy  heart  from  Thee. 
Vir  -  tue,  like  a  healin<r  fountain.  Frt-e-h^  flows  at  love's  command. 
It       is  done'  The  word  if,  spo-  ken  !  ''lie  thou  every  whit  made  whole!" 


J).  S, 


i  i  I 

All    of  earth  and.  all  of  heav-en, 


All     I  want,  I    find  in  Thee. 


Take  my  warmest,  best  af  -  fee-  tions  ;  Take  my  memory,  mind  and  will ; 
Dear-er,  near- er  than  a  broth-er,  Source  and  ai)u  of  all  my  bliss; 
Lo  I  He  turns  and  looks  up-ou  me,  With  those  wonder-speaking  eyes  ! 
Lo  !    a    new  ere  -  a  -  tion  dawning; ;  Lo !    I     rise    to    life  di  -  vine. 


Then  with  all  Thy  lov  -  in^^  Spir  -  it     All  my  emptied  na  -  ture  fill. 
All     (*f    joy  and  all    of  sor  -  row,  Find  their  end  in  knowin<j  this. 
Vain  my  soul  63  -  says  to    an  -  swer,  I     am  lost  in  sweet  sur  -  p:  ise  ! 
In     my  soul  an  East- er    morning,   I  am  Christ's,  and  Chri-t  is  mine. 


Chorus. 


D.  S./or  Chorus 


JS  ^L- 


A- 


Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sub  !  p:  eci(>us  Je  -  sus  !  Tliou  art  all     the  world  to  me  ; 
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Rev,  Wm.  HUNTER 


I'm  going  Home 


Dr.  Wm.  MILLER.   Arr.  f 


'  1  % 


eavenly  lioiiM'  is  lu  iulit  Hiul  fuir:  Not  j)aiii,  tkk  tlehtii  cur  enter  there  .  ) 
liirriii^  tov  ers  tlu^  siiiMuitsliinc/riiat  lieaveiily  niunsioh  sliall  ))e  mine.  \ 


I'm  g<)-in<^  borne,]  m  go-inu  iiomc.  I'm  going  liome 
Tu  (I'e  no  mote,    to  die  no  more,  I'm  L:()ing  home 


to  <1ip  more: 
to  (lie  i;o  more. 


2  My  Father's  house  is  bnilt  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky  ; 
When  from  tliis  earthly  prison  free, 
That  )jeavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 

I'm  going  liome,  etc. 

3  While  here  a  stranger,  far  from  home, 
Afflictmn's  wares  may  round  me  foam  ; 
And  though  lii<e  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor. 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 

I'm  going  home,  etc. 


4  Let  others  seek  a  home  below, 
Wliich  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erflow; 
Bpi  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own, 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 
I'm  going  home,  etc. 

5  Then  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline, 
And  sutj  and  moon  refuse  to  shine, 

All  nature  sink,  and  cease  to  be, 
I'hat  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me, 
I'm  going  home,  etc. 


My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend. 

A  Freedmen's  Melody.  Harmonized  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


1^ 


1.  My 

2.  I 


Saviour,  my  al-might-y  Friend, When  I  be  -  gin  thy  praise, 
trust  in  thy    e  -  ter  nal  word  ;  Thy  goochiess  I     a  -    dore : 


^—0 


i 


i 


AVliere  will  the  growing  numbers  end, — The  numbers  of  thy  grace? 
Send  down  thy  grace,  O  blessed  Lord,  That  I  may  love  thee  more. 


1 


All  for  Jesus. 
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Words  by  MARY  D.  JAMES. 

For  Male  Voices. 

1st  &  2d  Tenoe. 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 


1.  All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Je  -  sus  !  All  my  being's  raiisoni'd  pow'rs ; 
1st  &  2d  Bass. 


rar— ^  ^ — — r  ^   . 


S    S    S  N 


~0 — #^r^=T^ 


liizizii: 


All  my  tho'ts  and  words  and  doings,    All   my  days  and  ail  my  hours. 


-V—V—V- 


Bepeat  pp  Bit.  2d  time. 


Let  my  hands  perform  his  bidding; 

Let  my  feet  run  in  his  ways  ; 
Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only  ; 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 
3. 

Worldlings  prize  their  gems  of  beauty 
Cling  to  gilded  toys  of  dust, 

Boast  of  wealth,  &  fame,  &  pleasure  ; 
Only  J esus  will  I  trust. 

Only  J  esus  !  only  Jesus  ! 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 


Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 

I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside,  — 
So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision. 
Looking  at  the  crucified. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  1 
All  for  Jesus  crucified  ! 
5. 

Oh,  what  wonder  !  how  amazing  ! 

Jesus,  glorious  King  of  kings, 
Deigns  to  call  me  his  beloved. 

Let  me  rest  beneath  his  wings. 
All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 

Besting  now  beneath  his  wings. 


3. 

My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road  ;  [strength, 

And  march  with  courage  in  thy 
To  see  the  Lord  my  God. 


4. 

Awake  !  awake  !  my  tuneful  powers, 
With  this  delightful  song  ; 

And  entertain  the  darkest  hours, 
Nor  think  the  season  long. 


Tune,  "My  Savioub,"  etc.,  page  G2. 
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Wrestling  JacolD. 


C.  WESLEY,  1742. 

-K  -N- 


Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  Mc  DONALD. 


7^ 


I  Come,  O 
*  My       com  -pa  -  ny 


thou  Trav  -  el 
be 


er  iiiikiioNvii,  Whom  still  I  boM 
fore    is    «:oiie,  Ami    I     am  left 


i 


but 
a  - 


 _  :  ^ 


can  -  not      see,  ) 
lone    with   tiiee :    )  Willi  tl 


lee  all   night    I     mean  to  stay, 


And 

n 


2d  time. 


m 


■y- — ^ 


1^— -5^ 


ures  -   tie  till 


the     break    of  dav. 


break  of 


day. 


2  I  need  not  tell  thee  who  I  am, 
My  sin  and  misery  declare  ; 

Thyself  hastcall'd  me  bj^  my  name  ; 
Look  on  my  hands,  and  read  it 
tliere ! 

But  who.  I  ask  thee,  who  art  thou? 
'I'ell  me  thy  nanle,  and  tell  me  now. 


3  In  vain  thou  strugglest  to  get 
free  ; 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold  : 
Art  thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me? 

The  secret  of  thy  love  unfold. 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 


4  Wilt  thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 
Thy  new,  unutterable  name? 
Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  thee,  tell ; 

To  know  it  now  resolved  I  am  : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 

6  What,  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 
And  murmur  to  contend  so  long? 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain : 

When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong  : 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 


The  Cross. 


6S 


t.  WATTS.  1709. 


Rev.  G.  a  WELLS,  Air. 


I    I   «   i   1   i  I 


1  When  I  siifvey  tli^  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  ])ut  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 
Chorus*   The  cross,  the  cross,  the  precious  cross> 
The  wondrous  cross  of  Jesus, 
From  all  om*  sin,  its  p:uilt  and  pow'r, 

And  ev'ry  stain,  it  frees  us. 
Then  I'm  clinging,  clinging,  clinging, 

O,  I'm  clinging  to  the  cross, 
Yes.  I'm  clniging,  clinging,  clinging, 
Clinging  to  the  cross, 

^  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God , 
Ail  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most^ 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood,  Cho. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet^ 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  croWn  t  Ch&^ 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine^ 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all.  Cho, 
^  Use  hold  in  repeat  only, 


66         The  Hock  that  is  Higher. 


R  JOHNSON, 


W.  a.  FISOHBR,  Ify  per. 


t  ^             1  UP' 

then,  to  the  Roek  let  me  fiy,  let  me  flv, 

# — 


-v-v- 


i 


• — — « — # — •     — * 


To  the  Rock  that  is  liigb  -  er  than  I ; 

i&  Ligii  -  er  than  I, 


O,  then,  to  the 


-0  0- 


i»  higli  -  er  than  I; 


-0  ^ 


1        U  I  ^ 

Rock  let  me  fly,  let  me  fiy,  To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  tliau  I. 

^  ^  ^ 

-|  \^ — ^-\-0  0 — 0 — 0  0 — »-4  r  F- 


-V— 


m 


1  Oh,  sometimes  the  shadows  are  deep, 
And  rough  seems  the  patli  to  the  goal. 

And  sorrows,  how  often  tljey  sweep 
Like  tempests  down  over  the  soul.  Cho. 

2  Oh,  sometimes  how  long  seems  the  day, 
And  sometimeb  how  heavy  my  leet ; 


Bnt  toiling  in  life's  dusty  way, 
The  Rock's  blessed  shadow, how  sweet ! 

Cho, 

3  Ob,  near  to  the  Rock  let  me  keep, 
Or  blessings,  or  sorrows  prevail ; 

Or  climbing  the  mountain  way  steep, 
Or  walking  tbe  shadowy  vale. 

Cho. — Then  quick,  &.C. 


Mrs.  M.  S.  B.  DANA,  1842, 
3 


Sing  to  me  of  Heaven.  67 

Dr.  Wm.  MILLER,  1854. 
— * 


■lit: 


T 

1.  O     sin^   to  me  of  lieav'n,Wlieii  I    am  call'd  to  die;  Sing  songs 


I*   I  ' 


songs,  sing  songs  of  ho 


ec-sta  -  cy,    To  waft  my  soul  on 


1  1  

— ^- 

:=t  

=^ 

— * — 

high; 

To  V 

m 

 <r-S  

'aft 

my 

soul 

on 

Jt. 

-1  i 

Sing 
 # — , 

songs 

of 

—0 — 1 

— 

 1  

—i^  9 — 

~i9  

— 9 — 

1 

1 

^  M 

1 

1  1 

1 


bo 


ly     ec  -  sta 
A 


To    waft   my  soul 


Ligli. 


—~\  — b'— 

9 

When  cold  and  sluggish  drops 

KoU  off  my  marble  brow  : 
II  Brealv  forth  |j  in  songs  of  joyfulness, 
Let  heaven  begin  below. 

3  When  the  last  moment  comes, 

Oh,  watch  my  dying  face  ; 
II  To  catch  the  briglit  ||  sernphic  gleam. 
Which  o'er  my  features  plays. 

4  Then  to  my  raptured  soul. 

Let  oue  sweet  song  be  given, 

•Jf  Small  notes  for  3d, 


II  Let  music  cheer  ||  me  last  on  earth, 
And  greet  me  first  in  heaven. 

5  Then  close  my  sightless  eyes. 

And  lay  me  down  to  rest, 
II  And  fold  II  my  pale  and  icy  hands 
Upon  my  liteless  breast. 

6  Then,  round  my  senseless  clay, 

Assemble  those  I  love, 
II  And  sing  of  heaven,  ||  delightful  heaven, 
My  glorious  home  above. 
4th,  and  6th  verses. 


68 


Written  1864, 
Cheerful. 

^3 


Beautiful  Hiver. 

Words  and  Music  ty  Sev.  S.  LOWHY,  by  p«. 


1.  Shall  we  gather  at  the  liv  -  er  Wlierebrijrht  angel  feet  have  trod ; 

2,  Ou  the  iDargiii  of  the  riv  -  er,  Washing  up     its  sil  -  ver  spray, 


T--t 


 1'— — -r-  1  fr-" — IT—  y  - 

1 

g— gn^ 

=1 

With  its  crystal  tide  for  -  ev  er  Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God? 
We  will  walk  and  worship  ev  -  er,   All  the    hay  •  py,  gold  -  en  day. 


i 


 ^_-« 





Yes,  we'll  gatlier  at  the  riv  -  er,   The  beauti  ful,  the  ueauti  -  fill     riv  -  er— 


BE 


^  V       1^  I  ✓ 

Gather  with  the  snnits  at  the  riv 


1 


er  That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 


3  On  the  bosom  of  the  river, 
Where  the  Saviour-king  we  own, 

We  shall  meet,  and  sorrow  never 
'Neath  the  glory  of  the  throne. 

Gho. 

4  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 
Lay  we  every  burden  down  ; 

Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 


5  At  the  smiling  of  the  river, 
Eippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 

Saints,  whom  death  will  never  sever, 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 

Cho. 

6  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 
Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease  ; 

Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 

Cho. 


The  Prince  of  My  Peace.  69 


Words  by  Rev.  W.  F.  CRAFTS.         Music  by  W.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


i 


~^<J? — 

1.  I  stand  all  bewildered  with  won  -  der,    And  j^aze  on  the  o-cean  of 

2.  I  struggled  and  wrestled  to   win    it,      The  blessing  that  setteth  me 


1^- 


1— f 


^-g4-g-:-S-<^- 


love  ;  And  o-  ver  its  waves  to  my  spir  -  it  Comes  peace,  like  a  heaven-ly 
free  ;  But  when  I  had  ceased  from  my  struggles,  His  peace  Jesus  gave  unto 


J_      '  1  1  ' 

J  1  j     ^  4-- 

-0  f&  ^  \ — ^ — #— 

— H  f  e — m — S — ^ 

— — 4-*- 

dove, 
me. 

--^-j—^  # — 0 — * — ^— 1 

The  cross  now  covers  my 

•                   0     0     *  « 

sins;  The 

1  ^ — 0 — 0 — ^-U 

past    is  under  the 

r-^  ^—  

-^—^^-A-^^i   1 —  1  1  L_ 

1 


bh)od  ;  I'm  trusting  in  Je-sus  for    all  ;   My  will  is  the  will  of  my  God, 


1 


3  He  laid  His  hand  on  me  and  healed  me, 
And  bade  me  be  every  wliit  whole ; 

I  touched  but  the  hem  of  His  garment, 
And  glory  came  thriiliug  my  soul 

Befr, 


4  riie  Prince  of  my  peace  is  now  passing, 
The  light  of  His  face  is  on  me ; 

But  listen,  beloved,  He  speaketh  : 
*•  My  peace  I  will  give  unto  thee." 


70 


The  True  Friend. 


Modemio. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  BENNETT,  by  per. 


5fc 


-« — "-f  m  S  v 

-0-    -9-  -0- 


1.  There    is     no  friend  like  Je  -  sus,      So    nier  -  ci  -  fill    and  true: 
# — r  ^  ^  *  ^— r-^  r-^ — r^-T-s — ^  ^ 


i 


'iv    'iv    L/    L  I 


His  Llood  from  sin  doth  free  us, 
— 0 — r  ^  *  ^  0—r~^ 


His  love    is     ev  -  er    new  ; 


4^ 


No    earth  -  ly  friend  can  give  si^ch  aid,  Nor  from  our  foes  deliv  -  er; 

^  ^  ,^  ^  ^ 


-r- — w  g 


The  trusting  heart  He  ne'er  betrayed, He  bid^^us  hope  for^  ev  -  er. 


■0  0  r,# — 0 — 0 — p# — r# — 0 — f-T-a-r  a — 0 — n 

^     1^  p  ^  ^/  I 


2. 

O  sinner,  come  to  Jesus, 

Give  now  thy  wand'rings  o'er; 
And  never,  never,  never 

Eesist  His  spirit  more  : 
put  far  away  vile  nnbelief, 

From  guilty  passions  sever; 
Au  d,  though  thou  art  of  sinners  chief, 

He'll  give  thee  joy  forever. 


Come  weary,  heavy  laden, 

He  will  thy  burden  bear  ; 
Cheer  all  thy  lonely  pathway, 

And  all  thy  sorrows  share  : 
He'll  take  thee  at  life's  parting  breath, 

When  earthly  friendships  sever  ; 
He'll  make  thee  coiiqu'ror  oyer  death, 

And  crown  thee  His  forever. 


Only  Thee. 


71 


PANKY  Jf.  CSOSBY.  1872. 


From    Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 

n  ■  I 


^_#_^_#„^  ^-^^  T  r- 


g 


WtiiS  ofi  aarth,  wltliio^^a  m  tm  -  dsr,  All  mj  wan«d>mgfite|^  will  guide? 


CHORUS, 


Oil  -  ly  Thee^    ea  -      Thee,    Loving    Saviour,    oa  -  ly  Tiiee> 

 #  (g^ 


1 


T 


2  Onlj^  Th-eal  no  joy  I  eovet 

But  the  joj^  to  call  thee  mme— 
Joy  that  gi^eg  the  blest  assurauae^ 

Thou  hast  owiied  and  sealed  me  tkine^  Gkf^ 

3  Only  Thee !  I  ask  no  other  ^ 

Thou  art  more  than  all  to  me  ; 
Life,  or  health,  or  creature  jeonifort,-— 
I  would  give  them  all  for  thee.  Gho, 

4:  Only  Thee,  whose  blood  has  cleansed 
Would  my  raptured  vision  see, 
While  my  faith  is  reachinor  upward, 
E^er  upward^  Lord  to  The^3,  Gho» 


72 


Consecration. 


Words  by  MARY  D.  JAMES. 

J  ^ 


Mrs.  JOS.  F.  KNAPP,  hj  per. 
From  "  Notes  of  Joy/' 


1.  My  bod  -  y,  soul  aud  spir  -  it,    Je  -  sus    1    .aive  to    Thee,  A 

2.  O    Je  -  sirs,  ijiight-y    Sav-iour,  I    trust  iu  Tliy  great  name,  I 

— €— !«-  ^ 


4- 


1.0  0  0  g  

con  -  PC  -  era  -  ted    off  -  ^ring-.  Ihine  ev  -  er     more    to  be. 
look  for  Thy  sal  -  va  -  tiou^  Thy  prom  -  ise     now     I  claim. 

n-^—^ — ft—^^  ^ — ^ — 


Is*! 


CHORUS.  I 


fire, 


My    all     is  on     the  Ai  -  tar,   I'm   wait-  iag  for  the 


ti  rltard.  , 


i 


Waiting,   wait-iiig,  wait  -  ing,  I'm  wait- iiig    for   the  fire. 


9 

9— 

rs  a  

-»-— — =0 — # — 
^! — b  r-^ 

8  O  let  the  fire  doscending 

Just  now  "apon  my  soul, 
Consume  my  humble  offering, 

Aud  cleauae  and  luuke  me  whole. 


4  I'm  Thine,  O  blessed  Jesus. 

Washed  by  Thy  precious  bloodj 
Now  seal  me  by  Thy  Spirit 

A  sacrifice  to  God*  Chi^ 


The  Blood !  the  precious  Blood.  73 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  J.  H.  STOCKTON,  by  pet. 


0-0-0,0-^% 


I 


CHORUS.  Slow  and  soft. 


— — ^  ^ — J- 


oil,  the  blood  ]  the  precious  blood  !  That  Jesus  shed  for 


I 


rit. 


-#■  * 


i    ir   5:      ^        ^  .  ^ 

me     Up  -  on    the  cross,  in  crimson  flood,  Just  now  by  faith  I  see. 


-^-'-0 — s  ! — 1 

1 — 1 — 0 — 0 — ^ — 

Ll  y_  j  .J 

1. 

The  cross  !  the  cross  !  the  blood-stained 
cross  ! 

Tlie  hallow'd  oroi^s  I  see  ! 
EHiMiiidin<r  nie  of  precious  blood 
That  once  was  shed  for  lue,  Gho. 


2. 

The  cross  !  the  cross !  the  heavy  cross, 

The  Saviour  bore  for  me, 
Which  bowed  liiin  to  the  eartli  with  grief. 

On  sad  Mount  Calvarv,  Cho, 


3. 

How  liglit !  how  hght!  this  precious  cross, 

Presented  to  my  view  ; 
And  while,  with  care,  I  take  it  up, 

Behold  the  crown  my  due.  Gho, 

4. 

The  crown  !  the  crown  !  the  glorious  urown  I 

The  crown  of  victory  ! 
The  crown  of  life  !  if  shall  be  mine 

When  Jesus  I  shall  see.  Gho, 


My  tears,  unbidden,  seem  to  flo^ 

For  love,  unbounded  love. 
Which  gui<les  me  through  this  world  of  woe, 

And  points  to  joys  above.  Cki. 


74  Sweet  Rest. 


Rev.  r.  BOTTOME.  D.  D.  SIR  HENRY  R.  BISHOP. 


Rest,  rest,  su-eet,  sweet  rest,  In  the  bosom  of  Je  -  sus  there  on-ly   is  rest. 


1  O,  ye  that  are  weary  and  laden  of  sonl, 

Come,  come  to  the  fountain  that  maketh  yon  whole. 
There's  peace  in  believing,  there's  rest  in  His  name, 
There's  healing  for  ail  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  Oko» 

2  O  cease  from  your  anguish  ye  toilers  for  life. 
For  vain  is  your  labor  and  fruitless  your  strife, 
No  hope  can  they  bring  you,  no  joy  to  your  heart, 
None,  none  but  the  Saviour  can  resting  impart  Cho. 

3  Then  come  to  the  Baviour  ye  weary  and  worn, 
Your  burdens  and  sorrows  for  you  he  hath  borne. 
No  anguish  that  pierceth  but  pierced  him  before, 

No  thorn  is  so  sharp  as  the  crown  which  he  wore.  Cko, 

4  Rest,  rest  blessed  Jesus,  O  sweet  rest  at  last. 
Like  calm  on  the  ocean  when  tempest  is  past  ; 
The  morning-light  breaketh  in  joy  from  above. 

And  illumines  my  soul  with  His  rainbow  of  love.  Cho» 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 
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Words  by  Rev.  W.  W.  WALFORD,  1849.  Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 

Slow. 


1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  Sweet  hour  of  prayer  !  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 


0  0^ 

-h~+  

r-fi  j  ] 

>— 1«- 

^0^  0~^ 

r0  , 

H  
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And  bids  me.  at  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known  ; 
D.  S.  And  oft    escaped   the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 

rU  ^-r  is— W-rH~( 


EES 


.^^^  *  .JT" 

In    sea- sons  of    distress     and  grief,  My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found  re  -  lief  ; 


-» — m~ — g- -i 

Wf — i^F 


D.  S. 


zt±wz 


And  oft    escaped    the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy    return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 


- — ^_ 

-# — f- 

— k~ 

U  ^ 

tp — ^ 

2. 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer!  sweet  hourof  pray- 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear,      [er ! 
To  hiin  whose  truth  and  faithfulness, 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless ; 
And  since  be  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  bis  word,  and  trust  bis  grace, 
||:  I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer.  :|| 


Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  bour  of  pray- 
May  I  thy  consolation  share;  [er! 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight: 
Tbis  robe  of  flesh  Dl  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize ; 
l|:  And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,^ 


76       Jesus,  I  my  Cross  have  taken. 


HENRY  F.  LYTE,  182i 

Air,  Mozart.  Arr. 

 N-  '  ' 

by  H.  P.  M. 

1       N  1 

1.    Je  -  sus,  I  my  ( 
1       h    '  J 

1 

3ross  have  tak-en, 

#  .  # — *— « — 
— # — tf' — 

All    to  leave  and 

:bir5=f 

b    !  1 

f ol  -  low  thee ; 

FINE- 


Nak  -ed,  poor,  despised,  for-  sak  -  en,  Thou,  fromlieuce.  my  all  shall  be  : 
.  Yet  how  rich  is    luy  cou  -  di  -  tiou  !  God  aud  heaveu  are  still  my  own. 


-p  !  P — 


I 


i 


4^ 


I  1 
Per  -  ish  ev  -  ery  foud  am  -  bi-tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known ; 


-0  0~ 


8  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too  ; 
"Vlunian  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue  : 
And  wliile  tliou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  migrht, 
Foes  may  bate, and  friends  may  scorn  me; 

Show  thy  face  aud  all  is  bright. 

8  M..n  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast; 
Life  with  trials  hard  niay  press  me, 
Ueareu  will  briug  me  sweeter  rest 


Oh  !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me 
While  thy  love  is  left  to  me , 

Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee, 

4  Sou],  then  know  thy  full  salvation. 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care, 
Joy  to  tind  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

F»itU  lo  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise 


He  leadeth  Me.  77 

Rev.  JOS.  S.  aiLMORE.  1861.  Wm  B  BRADBtTRY,  by  per. 


■5-:-*r-Jt— 


5  5 

I.  He  leadfctlime!  oh!  hiessed  tho't,  Oh  !  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraiiglit ; 


Whate'er   1    do,  where'er    I  be,  Still  *ti^God's  baud  that  leadeth  me  ! 


KEFEAIN. 


n  ^.  .....   \     i  I 

—  *  

He 

lendetli  me !  lie 

leadetli   mo  !  ]?y 

^  ^  it. 

liis  own  liaiid  he 

eadeth  me ; 

-H  r  »~ 

— 1  — ^  - 

#— ^  1  

—i  *  »  

pit 


His  faithful  follower  I  would  be,  l^ov  by  his  baud  he     leadeth  Uie. 


2. 

Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest 
gloom, 

Sometimes  where  Eden's  bo^^ers 
bloom, 

By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea. — 
Still  'tis  bis  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Refr. 


Lord,  I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in 
Inine, 

Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine— 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since  'tis   my   God  that  leadeth 
me*  Uefn 


And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  Won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me.  i^c/r. 


78 


Near  the  Cross. 


FANNY  CROSBY.  1859. 


W.  H.  DOANE 

From     Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 


^1         1  ^ 

^    «— ^ — i 

-J — ^ — 

—m  1  ' — — 

 P- — \ — ^ 

-J — — i — J_ 

-ahv    J  7  - 
g  ' 

1.  Je  -  siis  keep  nie 

near  the  cross,  1 
v»  ^  1 

1 

'here  a     pre-cious  I 

^oun  -  tain, 
•#-  •  ■#- 

#  #  #  ■  

-»  »  1  »— 

^1  

—^-A  ^- 

-i  p — p-^ 

-1  ^ 

H  & — \  

H  1  ' 

i 


Free  to     all     a    heal  -  ing  stream.  Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain. 


-4— 


ry     ev  ■  er; 


In      tlie  Cross;  In     tlie  Cri)?s,   I5e  niv 


1 


Till  my   raptured    soul  shall  tind    Rest  be  -  yoiid  the   riv  -  er. 


1 — i— r— F^r— 


2  Near  the  Cross,  a  trerabling  soul, 
Love  and  mercy  found  me  ; 

There  the  bright  and  morning  star 
Shed  its  beams  around  me.  Cho. 


3  Near  the  Cross  !  oh.  Lamb  of  God, 
Bring  its  scenes  before  me  ; 
Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day 
With  its  shadow  o'er  me.  CAa 


4  Near  the  Cross  I'll  watch  and  wait 
Hoping,  trusting  ever, 
Till  I  reach  the  golden  strand, 
Just  beyond  the  river,  Cho^ 


My  Goal  is  Christ. 


79 


S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 


1.  All,  tell  me    not     of  gold  or  treasure,  Of  pomp  and  beau-ty  here  on 


*3 


v-v- 


I 


-1— i  i  — t^-l^— 


PI 


earth  !  There's  not  a  thing*  that  gives  me  pleasure  Of  all  the  world  displays  for 


-ff-r-T— h— n — bfFr-r   ■  ' 


EEFKAIN. 


1^ 


worth.  Each  heart  will  seek  and  love  its  o\A'n  ;   My  goal    is  Christ, 


m 


blip 


m 


and  Christ  a  -  lone.     My  goal 


is    Christ,  and 


Christ 


lone. 


FT 


1 


2  The  world  and  her  pursuits  will 

perish  ; 

Her  beauty's  fading  like  a  flower; 
The  brightest  schemes  the  earth  can 
cherish 

Are  but  the  pastime  of  an  hour. 
Each  heart,  etc. 

3  Against  this  tower  there's  no  pre- 

vailing ; 
His  kingdom  passes  not  away  ; 


His  throne  abides,  despite  assailing, 
From  henceforth  unto  endless  day. 
Each  heart,  etc. 

4  And  tvio'a  pilgrim  I  must  wander, 
Still  absent  from  the  One  I  love, 

He  soon  will  have  me  with  him  yonder 
In  his  own  glory-realms  above. 

Triumphantly  I  therefore  own, 

1 1 :  My  ^oqX  is  Christ,  and  Christ  a- 
lone.  :[| 
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KATE  HANKEY. 


The  Old,  Old  Stor3r. 

W.  H.  DOANE,  by  per, 


1  ,  !.,.  j. 

d=-±: 

1.  Tell  me  the  old,  old  slo  -  ry     Of  un  -  seen  things  a  -  bove,  Of 

2.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  slow  -  ]y.  Tliat  I    may  take   it       in^--  That 


Je-susandhis  glo- ry.  Of  Je  -  sus  and  his  love.  Teil  nie  the  sto  -  ry 
wonder^  till  redtnnption,  Gods  remedy    for  sin.       Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 


■#-  . 

2 — 

— » — 

-i— i — ! 

— ^ 

simply,  As  to  a  lit  '  tie  child,  For  I  am  weak  and  wea-ry,  And 
of -ten,  For  I     for  •  get  so  soon,   Tiie^'eariy  dew''  of   morning  Has 


r 


1 


4:i 


help-less  and  de  -  tiled.  Tell  nie  the  oldj  old  sto  ^  I'y,  Tell  me  the  old,  old 
pass  d  a  -  way  at  noon.     Tell  me,  &c.  _  ^ 


2Z= 


lit:*: 


sto  -  rv,     Toll  me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry  Of  Je-sus  and  his  love. 


1 


a:: 


:S:^: 


r^r3z::p: 
-5  I  ^ 


Almost  Persuaded.  81 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS,  by  per,, 

 I     N  _j  


1.  "Al  -  most  persuad  -  e<l"    now   to  be  -  lieve;    "Almost  persiuul  -  ea  " 


I 


atrptirf-?; 


i    >  I  ! 


SI 


Christ  to     re  -  ceive.    Seems  now  some  soul  to  sav,  "  Go,    Ppir  -  i^, 


5£= 


-t- 


n  J*   1       ,  .111. 

-i  r-r 

=H — 

_  L_  !  ^. 

go  tljv  wav,  { 

y.  V 

Some  more  con  - 

ven  -  lent  da}'' 

On    thee   I  II 

call."" 

•— ^ — ^ 

>  

— »  

2. 

?  r  ^ 

1  P  r- 

U  ^  i^J 

3. 

i  1 

*'  Almost  persuaded"  come,  come  to- 
day ; 

**  Almost  persuaded."  turnnotaway. 
Jesus  invites  j^ou  here, 
Angels  are  ling'ring  near, 
Praj^ers  rise  from  hearts  so  dear  ; 
O  wand'rer,  come! 


* '  Almost  persuaded, "  harvest  is  past ; 
Almost  persuaded"  doom  comes  at 
last! 

''Almost'*  cannot  avail  ; 
"Almost"  is  but  to  fail ! 
Sad,  sad  that  bitter  wail — 
"Almost,  but  lostr 


3. 

Tell  me  the  story  softly. 

With  earnest  tones,  and  grave  ; 
Remember !  I'm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  stor\^  always, 

If  you  would  really  be. 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. 


4. 

Tell  me  the  same  old  story. 

When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  m,y  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story  : 

' '  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole. " 
page  80. 


82       I  am  Waiting  by  the  River. 


Wm.  O.  CUSHINa. 


Dr.  Thos.  HASTINGS. 


 \  1 — ^  • 


1.    I     am  wait-ing  bv  the   riv  -  er,    And  my  lieart  lias  waited  loiij:'; 

—  


— ^ — <i  ^  ■ 

-   \  —0- 

Now   I  ( 

hiiik    I  hear  the 

cho  -  riis     Of  the 

»  ;  ^ 

an  -  gels  welcojiie 
1^  ,         '  1, 

 ■ 

song, 

ci:  I* 

_j — ^^--v 

-4^— S — ^ — ^— 

■ 

'  >  y  f 

— 1« — . 

 1 — 1 — — — 

 ^  tr 

V  i  i  1 
1    1  1  1 

^1 — \ — 1 — ^ 
g^^j — 

Oh,  1    see    the  dawn  is     break  -  ing    On  the    hill  -  t(>|)S  of   the  blest, 


J  L 


I 


'  Wliere  the  wick-  ed  cease  fronj  troub  -  ling 


And  the  wea  -  rv 


at  rest. 
I 


i 


— \ — \ — r 

2. 

Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 
Of  this  wear}'  vale  of  tears, 

There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweeping 
Thronorh  the  bright  and  changeless 
years  ; 

O  !  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
*'  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest," 


.3' 

They  are  launching  on  the  river, 
From  the  calm  and  quiet  shore, 

And  they  soon  will  bear  my  spirit 
Where  the  weary  sigh  no  more  ; 

For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing, 
And  I  long  to  greet  the  blest, 

•  *  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest/* 


If  to  Jesus  for  Relief.  83 


Rev.  JOHN  NEWTON. 

Not  too  fast 


HUBEKT  P.  MAIN,  1873,  by  per. 


f  5 


1.  If     to    Je  -  sus    for     re- lit  f     j\iy    ho\\\  h.'ss  Ecd  by,  pruTer, 

2.  While  I   knovvhis    prov  -  ideiice     Dis  -  pos  -  es  each  e   -  vent, 


— !  « — «l  w   J  1  ^■ 


W  ^  ^  — '  «F— ^v-^- 

AVhvs^houldl  <:ive  way  to  gi"icf,  Or  lieart-coiisiim  -  iiig  cuTtT/ 
Shail   I  ju(l<re  hy    fee  -  hie  s^eiise.  And  yield  to  dis  -  con  -  tent? 

jLj  — — 


— ^  -^-^ — — — ^ — i — ^-h^ — ^-^-^ — ^  1  1 


h^A  


Are  not  all  tilings  in  bis hnnd ?  And  lias  he  not  h  s  promise  passed? 
Sparrows  if   he    kind -ly  feed,  And  ver-dur(<>  clothe  in  rich  ar  -  ray, 


1 


'  #  9—:^^~wrTy- 

Will  he  then  re  -  gard-less  stand.  And  let  nie  sink  at  la?i  ? 
Cull    he    see    a    child  in  need,  And  turn  liis  eyes    a  -  way? 


1 


1 


T 


When  His  name  was  quite  unknown, 

And  sin  my  life  employed  ; 
Then  He  watched  me  as  His  own, 

Or  I  had  been  destroyed  : 
Now  his  mercy-seat  I  know. 

And  now,  by  grace,  am  reconcil'd  ; 
Would  he  spare  me  while  a  foe, 

To  leave  me  when  a  child  ? 


4. 

If  he  shed  his  precious  blood 

To  bring  me  to  his  fold, 
Can  I  think  that  meaner  good 

He    ever  will  withold? 
Vain  the  tempter's  dark  device ! 
For  here  my  hope  rests  well  assured, 
In  that  great  redemption  price 

I  see  the  whole  secured. 

Gospel  Magazine,"  May,  1775. 


84  Nothing  "but  Leaves. 


Mrs.  W.  S.  ACKERMAN. 


S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 


1.  Nothing  but  leaves,  the  spirit  grieves  0-ver     a    wast-ed     life;  O'er 

tt'i:?:  ^  ^  ^  ^       -o-  -0-  •0r   m  p 


i 


sins  in-dulged  \vhile  conscience  slept, O'er  vows  and  pronnises  unkept,  And 


I 

reaps  from  years  of  strife —    Nothing  hut  leaves,       Nothing  hut  leaves. 


I 


1:12= 


51 


2  Nothing  hut  leaves,  no  gathered  sheaves, 

Of  life's  fair  ripening  grain  ; 
We  sow  our  seeds,  io!  tares  and  weeds. 
Words,  idle  words  for  earnest  deeds, 

We  reap  with  toil  and  pain, — 

||:  Nothing  hut  leaves  !  :|| 

3  Nothing  hut  leaves,  sad  memory  weavea^ 

No  vail  to  hide  the  past, 
And  as  we  trace  our  weary  way. 
Counting  each  lost  and  misspent  day 

Sadly  we  tind  at  last — 

||:  Nothing  but  leaves !  :|| 

4  Ah  I  who  shall  thus  the  Master  meet. 

Bearing  hut  withered  leaves  ? 
Ah  !  who  shall  at  the  Saviour's  feet, 
Before  the  awful  judgment-seat 

I^av  down,  for  golden  sheaves 

(|:  Nothing  but  leaves  !  :|| 


Tell  me,  Jesus.  85 


Words  by  D.  T.  M. 


Music  by  D.  T.  MACFARLAN. 


3^: 


*i;a-«- 

.mi-W—M— 


I.    Tell  me,  Je  -  sus.    tell  me  now,    While  to  thee  I 


liumbly  bow, 
■O-  I 


art 


Wilt  thon  take  this  heart  of  mine,    And  foy  -  ev  -  er,    seal  it 


tliine  ? 

— i  


i 


Wilttbon  come  and  there  a-bide,    While  I     see    thy  o-pened 


Side ; 


-1 — -i-i?- 


N     !       S  1 

 5 — « 

 K  E  1 

Pourinjr  forth  the  st 

T  "^^-^ 

reams  of  life,  C 

 se  0-  

7 iv-in Of  strength  and 

r  r  r  , 

end-  inc^  strife ! 

^v-l  h-»  

-w  » —  1— 

-.  >  f  -  b 

 — 

2  If  I  yield  myself  to  thee, 
Wilt  thou  come  direct  to  me, 
And  within  thy  loving  arms 
Cause  my  heart  to  feel  thy  charms  ? 
Wilt  thou,  O  my  precious  Lord, 
Give  me  comfort  by  thy  word. 
By  thy  truth  great  joy  impart 
To  my  poor  and  throbbing  heart  ? 

8  Hark  !  I  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
Come,  my  child,  oh.  come  this  way  ; 
Take  my  hand,  and  walk  with  me 
lu  the  path  I  trod  for  thee  ; 


Look  by  faith  and  see  the  blood 
Sprinkled  on  the  thorny  road  ; 
See,  my  child,  each  step  I  trod 
Brings  thee  nearer  to  thy  God. 

4  Give  thy  heart,  thyself  to  me, 
Give  whate'er  I  ask  of  thee  ; 
Yield  up  all  without  restraint, 
Free  from  murmur  or  complaint ; 
Then  I'll  take  that  heart  of  thine, 
And  with  perfect  love  divine, 
Make  it  new  axid  pure  withija, 
SpotleSiS  fro.xft  all  iubv^d  sia. 


ZB  I  am  coming,  Lord! 


Words  by  Rev.  L.  H.  Music  by  Rev.  L.  HARTSOtJGH,  by  per. 

Of  Philip  Phill-i";. 


n  1 

1  1  ^ 

1  1.. 

 «- 

-llP-^H  ^  

^  1 

1.  I  hear 

tbj''  welcome  voi 

 ^— 

1  1 
ce,Tliat< 

?allsmf ,  Lord,  t< 

J  thee ,  Ft 

Li  11  1   J 

)r  cleansing  in  tlij 

 T-^  #  #- 

-,  H  K  H  

4 — 1^— U— V-l 

-4==^ 

L|  ^  ^  1 

1 


precious  blood,  Thai  flow'd  on  Calva  -  rj. 

1. 1.  . 


ani  coniinjj;,  Lord  * 


■0-     -0-     -0-  -7^. 


I 


Coining  now  to  thee  !  Wash  me.  cleanse  me,  in  the  blood  That  flow'd  on  Calvary  ! 


—0-^—0 


1 


-V— V— ^ 


W^'^0- 


Though  coming  weak  and  vile. 

Thou  dost  my  strength  assure  ; 
Thou  dost  my  vileness  fully  cleanse, 

Till  spotless  all,  and  pure. 

3. 

Tis  Jesiis  calls  me  on 

To  perfect  faith  and  love, 

To  pertect  hope, and  peace, and  trust. 
For  earth  and  heaven  above. 


And  he  the  witness  gives 

To  loyal  hearts  and  free. 
That  every  promise  is  fulfilled, 

If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. 

5. 

All  hail !  atoning  blood  ! 

All  hail !  redeeming  grace  ! 
All  hail !  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 

Our  strength  and  righteousness. 


Fm  Happy.  87 


Arr  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


1.  I'jii  liappy,  I'm  liappy,  O  woudrous  account !  My  joys  aiv  iiiiinortal ;  I 


stand  on  the  inoiiiit !  I  <:aze  on  niv  treasure,  And  long  to  be  there, With  Jesus  and 
  — :  ^—r — \  ^--rl  P — \ — r:  1 — r#--#- 


pis 


an  -  gels,  Mv  kindred    so  dear. 

"11 


2  O  Jesus,  my  Saviour, 

With  thee  I  am  blest ! 
My  life  and  salvation, 

My  joy  and  my  rest! 
Thy  name  be  my  theme, 

And  thy  love  be  my  song, 
Thy  grace  shall  inspire 

Both  my  heart  and  my  tongue. 


Look,  look  to  Jesus ! 


Rev.  E.  P.  HAMMOND  1873. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 
From  "  Song  Evangel." 


ill 


I 


t 

1  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 
Behold  a  fountain  free 
Is  open  there  for  thee  ! 

liook,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

2  Look,  look  to  Jesus ! 
For  thee  he  intercedes, — 
His  blood  for  thee  now 

Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 


T-T-r^  ^-rVrr 

3  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 
He's  calling  now  for  thee  ; 
Poor  sinner,  look  to  me, — 

Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

4  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

If  thou  would'st  live  above 
Where  all  is  peace  and  love, 
Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 


88 


There's  a  land  far  away. 


*  Words  by  JAS.  G.  OLARK. 


Arr.  by  H.  P.  MAIN. 


by 

/Tiiere's  a  land 
Vwiiere  the  pure 
D.  C.  Wliere  the  way 


1. 


PS 


far  a  - 
wfi  -ters 
■  wea-ry 


-vvay  'mid  the  stars  we  are  told,  Where  they 
flow,  thro'  tlie  val  -  leys  of  gold,  Aiid  wherw 
trav  -  el  -  er  reach- es  his  goal.  On  the 


1- 


know  not  the  sor  -  rws   of  time  ;  \  'Tis 
life     is      a    trea-sure  sublime:  / 
ev  •    er  -  green  mountains  of  life. 


the  land  of  our  God — 'tis  the 


-0-10 


home  of  the  soul,  Where  the  a 


ges  of  splendor  e-  ter  -  nal- Iv  roil; 


-V— ^ 


1 


I  Here  our  gaze  can  not  soar  to  that  beautiful  land, 

But  our  visions  have  told  of  its  bliss  ; 
And  our  souls  by  the  gale  from  its  gardens  are  fanned, 

When  we  faint  in  the  deserts  of  this. 
And  we  sometimes  have  longed  for  its  holy  repose 

When  our  hearts  have  been  rent  with  temptations  and  woes, 
And  we've  drank  from  the  tide  of  the  river  that  flows 

From  the  ever-green  mountains  of  life. 

Oh  the  stars  never  tread  the  blue  heavens  at  night, 

But  we  think  where  the  ransomed  have  trod  ; 
And  the  day  never  smiles  from  his  palace  of  light, 

But  we  feel  the  bright  smile  of  our  God. 
We  are  traveling  home  thro'  earth's  changes  and  gloom, 

To  a  region  w^here  pleasures  unchani/ingly  bloom. 
And  our  guide  is  the  glory  that  shines  thro'  the  tomb, 

Prom  the  ever-green  mountains  of  life. 
*  Used  by  permission  of  O.  Ditson  &  Co.,  owners  of  copyright. 
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I.  B.  WOODBURY,  Arr. 
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1.  To  tlie  hall  of  the  feast  came  tlie  siii-ful  and  fair;  Slie  heard  in  the 
.  The  frown  and  the  murmur  went  round  tliro'  them  all,    That  one  so  un  - 


ci  •  iy  that  Je  -  sus  was  tliere  ;  Un  -  heed-ing  the  splendor  that 
hallowed  should  tread  in  that  hall  ;  And  some  said    the    poor  would  be 


hlazed  on  the  board,  She  si  -  lent  -  ly  knelt  at  the  feet  of  the 
ob  -  jects  more  meet,  As  the  wealth  of  lier  per  fume  she  shower'd  on  his 
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Lord,  She  si  -  lent  -  ly  knelt  at  the  feet  of  the 
feet,  As  the  wealth  of   her    per  -  fume  she  sliower'd  on  Ills 

 «  \ 


Lord, 
feet. 


3  She  heard  but  the  Saviour  ;  she  spoke  but  with  sighs  ; 
She  dare  not  look  up  to  the  heaven  of  his  eyes  ; 

And  the  hot  tears  gush'd  forth  at  each  heave  of  her  breast, 
As  her  lips  to  his  sandals  were  throbbingly  pressed. 

4  In  the  sky,  after  tempest,  as  shineth  the  bow. 

In  the  glance  of  the  sunbeam,  as  melteth  the  snow 
Ho  looked  on  that  lost  one  :  "her  sins  were  forgiven/' 
And  Mary  w^^ut  forth  in  the  beauty  of  heaven. 
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Believer.  C.  M. 


Rev.  J.  NEWTON,  1779. 


Arr.  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1855. 
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thes  his  sorrows, 
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heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  away  his  fear.  3 


3z: 


4  Jesus,  my  Slieplierd,  Saviour,  Frieud, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  Kino:, 
IVIy  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  lay  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  briug. 


It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 

T'is-manna  to  the  hungry  soul 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

Dear  Xame,  the  Rock  on  which  I 
build, 

My  shield  and  hiding  place  ; 
My  never-failing  treasure  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

5  I  would  thy  boundless  love  prociaim 
With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 

So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


HamlDurg.  L. 


CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT,  X836. 


M. 

Arr.  by  Dr.  L.  MASON. 


\,  Just  as    I    am,  Avith-out  one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

_  ^     ^  -s-V-f^  -p-     -t^      p^  -^ 
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And  that  thou  bidst  me  come  to  thee,  O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come.  I 


2  Juntas  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To.thee.whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about, 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come ! 


4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  1  idles,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  nee<l,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am  ;  thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  1  come,  I  come ! 


Jesus  Loves  Even  Me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS,  by  per. 
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J   ^    I     am     so    glad  that  our 
*  \  Won-der  -  fiil  thiiij^s  in  Iho 
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Fa  -  ther  in  heaven, 
Bi  -  ble     I  see, 
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Tells  of  his 
This   is  the 
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CHORUS. 
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love  ill  the  Book  he  lias  given; 
dear  -  est,     that     Je  -  sus  loves  me. 


I     am    so    glad  that 


i 


sus  loves  rae. 

N    ^  I 


Je  -  sus     loves  nie, 


V     J  V 
Je  -  sus  loves  me, 


Je 
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I  am  so  glad  that    Jesus  loves  me,   Je  -  sus  loves  e  - 


veil  me. 


:P=P= 


I 


V — \^ 


2  Though  I  forget  him  and  wander  away, 
Kindly  he  follows  wherever  I  stray  ; 
Back  to  his  dear  loving  arms  would  I  flee, 
When  I  remember  that  Jesus  loves  me. 


3  Oh,  if  there's  only  one  song  I  can  sin  or, 
When  in  his  beauty  I  see  the  great  King, 
This  shall  my  song  in  eternity  be, 
Oh,  what  a  wonder  that  Jesus  loves  me.  Cho, 


92         Love  of  Jesus,  all  Divine. 


Words  by  Dr  F.  BOTTOMS 


Old  Meiodf . 
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Love  of  Je   sus,  ail 
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di-viiie,  Fill  this  loiigiri^   heart  of  mine ; 


mm 
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Ceaseless  struggliiij;^  aft  -  er  life,    Wea  ry  with  the     end-less  strife 
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Sav-iour  Je  sus  lend  thine  aid,  Liftlliouup  ray  fainting  head '. 
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ang-souirht  rest, 
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Thou  alone  my  trust  shall  be, 
Thou  alone  canst  comfort  me  ; 
Only,  Jesus,  let  thy  grace 
Be  my  shield  and  hiding-place ; 
Let  me  know  thy  saving  power 
In  temptation's  fiercest  hour  ; 
Then,  my  Savioui',  at  thy  side 
Let  me  evermore  abide. 


Thou  hast  wrought  this  fond  desire, 
Kindled  here  this  sacred  fire, 
Weaned  my  heart  from  all  below, 
Thee,  and  thee«alone  to  know  ; 
Thou  who  hast  inspired  the  cry. 
Thou  alone  canst  satisfy  ; 
Love  f)f  Jesus,  all  divine. 
Fill  this  lon^dng  heart  of  mine. 


Rev.  CHAS.  WESLEY. 


And  Can  it  Be  ?  93 

JEB.  INGALLS,  1805.  Arr. 


III  ,  I  \ 

I   ^  And  can    it    be  that   I  should  g^aiii  An  iiit'rest  in   the  Saviour's  blood  ? 
\  Died  he  for  me,  who  caus'dhis  pain  %  For  me,  who  liini  to  death  pursued  ? 


I 


h  J 


A  -  ma-zin*^ 
-^^  ^- 


love !  how  can  it    be  that  thou,  my  Lord  shcmldst  die  for 


— V 

,1111  , 

1 

me  ?  A  -  mazing  love !  how  can  it  be  That  thou,  m  j  Lord,  shouldbt  die  for  me  ? 


I 


Tis  myst'ry  all,  th'  Immortal  dies  I 
Who  can  explore  his  strange  de- 
sign? 

In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 
To  sound  the  depths  of  love  di- 
vine ; 

'Tis  mercy  all !  let  earth  adore  : 
Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 


He  left  his  Father's  throne  above  ; 

(So  free,  so  infinite  his  grace  ! ) 
Emptied  himself  of  all  but  love, 

And  bled  for   Adam's  helpless 
race; 

Tis  mercy  all,  immense  and  free, 
For  O,  my  God,  it  found  out  me ! 


Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay 
Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature 's  night ; 
Thine  eyes  diffus'd  a  quick'ning  ray: 
I  woke  ;  the  dungeon  flamed  with 
light  ; 

My  chain  fell  off,  my  heart  was  free — 
I  rose,  went,  forth  and  followed 
thee. 

5. 

No  condemnation  now  I  dread  ; 

Jesus,  with  all  in  him,  is  mine  ; 
Alive  in  him,  my  living  Head, 

And  clothed  in  righteousness  di- 
vine, 

Bold  I  approach  th'  eternal  throne 
And  claim  the  crown  thro'  Christ 
my  own. 


94    Like  the  Sound  of  many  Waters. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1873. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 
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1.    Like  tlu'!  soiumI  of  ina-iiy  waters 
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tliro'  a  -  ges  long, 
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In  a  tide  of  rupinre  breakiuu,— Hark  Ilhemighty  clio  rai  song! 
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Hal    le  -  lu   jah  !  lial  le 


-  jab  !  Let  the  heavenly  por  -  tals  ring 
• -r#  s-r*-  * -*-   ff-rsTV 


Christ  is    born,  the  Prince  of  glo-ry !  Christ  the  Lord,  ^Messiah,  Kin*;! 


f- 


2. 


Lo  !  the  Morning  Star  appeareth, 
O'er  the  world  His  beams  are  cast; 

He  the  Alpha  and  Omega, 

He,  the  Great,  the  First  the  Last ! 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

3. 

Clap  your  hands  with  exultation  ! 
Sing  aloud,  rejoice  with  mirth, 


Peace  her  silver  wing  hath  folded: — 
Lo  !  she  comes  to  dwell  on  earth  ! 

Hallelujah,  etc. 

4. 

Saviour,  not  with  costly  treasure. 
Do  we  gather  at  Thy  throne, 

All  we  have,  our  hearts  we  give  Thee,— 
Consecrate  them  Thine  ak>ne. 

Hallelujah,  etc. 


Rest  for  the  Weary.  95 


Bev.  J.  Y.  HABMEB 


Kev.  w.  Mcdonald,  lesn,  by  pen 
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1.    Ill    the  Cliristiaii'shomein  jzlo  ry,  There  re  -  mains  a  land  of  rest; 
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There  my  Saviom-'s  gone  ])e   fore  me,    To    ful  -  fill  Diy  soul's  request. 


^=^=i=p: 
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There  is  rest  for  the  Avea  ry,  There  is  rest  for  the  wea-ry, 
Ou    the    otli- er  side    of    Jordan,    In    the  sweet  fiehls  of  E-den, 


 1 — 
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There  is 

Where  the  tree  of    life    is    hlooming  There  is    rest     for  yo 


rest         for    tlie   wea  -  ry,  T^here  is     rest     for    you.  } 


1 


2. 

He  is  fitting  up  my  mansion, 
Which  eternally  shall  stand  ; 

For  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient, 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. 
3. 

Pain  nor  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter. 
Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share  ; 

But  in  that  celestial  center 
I  a  crown  of  life  shtdl  wear. 


Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 
And  his  sting  shall  be  withdrawn  ; 

Shout  for  gladness,  oh  ye  ransomed, 
flail  with  joy  the  rising  morn, 
5. 

Sing,  oh  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory ! 

Shout  your  triumph  as  you  go  ! 
Zion's  gate  will  open  for  you. 

You  shall  find  an  entrance  througK 
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C.  WESLEY,  1742. 


Carrie.  7s,  6s  &  8s. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 

FINE. 


Vain,  (le  -  hi  -  sive  world,  adieu,    With  all  of  creature     oood  ;  > 
I    pursue,    Who  bought  me  with  Lis  blood:  \ 


'  }  On  -  ly     J  a  -  sus 
1).  C.  On  -  ly    Je-&us    will  I  know,  And    Jesus  cru 


fied. 


m 


All  thy  pleasures    I  fore-go  ;  I 


trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 


It 


i 


2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain  ; 

*Tis  all  but  vanity  : 
Christ  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  shiin, 

He  tasted  death  for  me. 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe, 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died : 
Only  Jesus  will  1  know. 

And  Jesus  crucified: 

O.  WESLEY,  1749.  Penitence. 


3  Here  will  I  set  up  my  resit ; 

My  fluctuating  heart 
From  the  haven  of  his  breast 

Shall  never  more  depart : 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know. 
And  Jesus  crucified. 


W.  H, 


OAKLEY. 


1  Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 
Call  back  a  wand'ring  sheep  ; 

Fal-se  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 
Would  fain  like  Peter  weep. 


m 


Let  me  be  by  grace  restored  : 

On  me  be  all  long  sufi*ering  shown  ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


I  Love  Thee.  Us. 
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INQALLS,  1805, 


Arr.  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 
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love  thee,  my  Lord 


love  thee,  mv 
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that  thou  dost  know  ;  But  how  much 
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lovethee  I      nev  •  er  can  show* 

ni.  f.  ^  A  JL 


I 
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2  I'm  happy,  I'm  happy,  O  wondrous  account ! 

j<^*ys  are  immortal ;  I  stand  on  the  mount  I 
I  fi:Rze  on  my  treasure,  and  long  to  be  there, 
With  Jesus  and  angels,  my  kindred  so  dear. 

3  O  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  with  thee  I  am  blest  I 
My  life  and  salvation,  my  joy  and  my  rest ! 

Thy  name  be  my  theme,  and  thy  love  be  my  song. 
Thy  grace  shall  inspire  both  my  heart  and  my  tongue^ 

4  0,  who  s  like  my  Saviour  ?  He's  Salem's  bright  King  ; 
He  smiles,  and  He  loves  me,  and  helps  me  to  sing ; 

I'll  praise  him,  I'll  praise  him  with  notes  loud  and  shrill, 
While  rivers  of  pleasure  my  spirit  doth  fill. 


2. 

Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above. 

Repentance  to  impart. 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart  : 
Give  whftt  I  have  l<>ii<^  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  iirlef  unknown  ; 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone 


Tune,  Penitence,  page  96. 


3. 

For  thine  own  compassion's  sake. 

The  gracious  wonder  show  ; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  thy  back, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow  ; 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  stirr'd, 

If  now  I  do  my  myself  bemoan. 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  btone. 


98      I  am  waiting  for  the  Saviour. 


Eev.  F.  BOTTOME,  D.  D.  1873. 


C.  W.  SANDERS. 
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1.  1     am  \\  ait-iiig  for  the    Saviour,  And  my  heart  lias  waited  long  ; 
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O   thou   sou    of  David  Iiear  me,  Take  a  -  way  this  film  of  night; 
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Witli  thy  glorious  presence  cheer  me, Speak,  and  let  tliere  now  he  light. 
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2  Long  my  troubled  sonl  has  waited 
Low  in  abject  sorrow  bowed  ; 

Will  he  never  hear  my  crying? 
Will  he  never  lift  the  cloud  ?  G}io. 

3  All  the  world  is  filled  with  wonder 
At  his  mighty  deeds  of  grace  ; 

Devils  at  his  presence  tremble. 
Darkness  flies  before  his  face.  Cho. 

4  Art  thou  coming,  O  my  Saviour  ? 
Do  I  hear  thy  sacred  voice  ? 


Shall  my  sightlecs  eyes  behold  thee  ? 
Shall  my  weeping  soul  rej  oice  ?  Cho. 

5  Hark !  He  calls  me !  lo !  the  healing, 

Balm  and  blessing  at  his  word  ! 
Light  thro'  all  my  senses  stealing, 

Lo  !  I  look  upon  my  Lord  ! 
Cho.  — O  thou  Son  of  David  hear  me, 
Let  me  never  lose  the  sight. 
Keep,  O  keejD  me  ever  near  thee, 
Bathing  in  the  hallowed  light. 


The  Surrender. 


99 


a.  WESLEY,  1749. 


WEISENTHAL. 


!.  Flow  oft  have  1  the  Spirit  grievM, Since  first  with  me  he  strove;  How  obsliiiutely 


disbelieved,  And  trampled  on  his  h)  ve  !  How  have  I  sinn'd  against  the  light;  Bro 
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ken  from  his  embrace;  And  v/ould  not  when  I  freely  might  Be  justified  by  grace. 
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2  But  after  all  th.it  I  have  done 

To  drive  him  from  my  heart, 
The  Spirit  leaves  me  not  alone — 

He  doth  not  yet  depart ; 
He  will  not  give  the  sinner  o'er; 

Ready  e'en  now  to  save, 
He  bids  me  come  as  heretofore, 

That  I  his  grace  may  have. 


1 — r 

I  take  thee  at  thy  gracious  word ; 

My  foolishness  I  mourn  ; 
And  unto  my  redeeming  Lord, 

However  late,  I  turn. 
Saviour.  I  yield,  I  yield  at  last ; 

I  hear  thy  speaking  blood ; 
Myself,  with  all  my  sins,  I  cast 

On  my  atoning  God. 


(Tun< 

1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land; 
1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mi<ihty, 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar^ 


S  ZiON.) 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Bear  me  thro'  the  swelling  current. 
Land  me  safe  on  Cannan's  side  ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

Wm.  Williams,  1774. 


100         The  Solid  Rock.  L.  M. 


E.  MOTE. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBUHY,  by  per. 
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1.  Mv  liojje  is  built  ou   nothing  less  Tliaii  Jesus' l)loo(l  and  rijjhteousness ; 
- m—m — m — ^^-^^^-^ — -t  ---u — i-i — r —i — — rP  ^-  s 


5^ 


i 


^—  

I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame^Bnt  -wlioll}'  lean  on  Je  -  sus' : 
t— rp— ^—p  '  \  ^-r  i  \  r  r—r-f — ^ 


On  Christ,  the  Sol  -   id    Rock,  I    stand  ;  All     oth  -  er  ground 


-   •   •   r   '  *  * 

sink  •  ing     sand,    AH    oth  -  er    ground     is       gink  -  iiig  sand. 


When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanfi^ing  grace  ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale. 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vale  : 

On  Christ, the  Solid  Rock, I  stand; 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand., 


His  oath.  His  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood  ; 
AVhen  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay  : 
On  Christ, the  Solid  Rock, I  stand 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


Full  Salvation. 
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Words  by  LOUISE  M.  ROUSE. 


Music  by  Miss  DORA  BOOLE. 


1.    Precious  Saviour,  thou  liastsaved  me  :  Tluue,  aud  onlv  thine  I      am  : 


, — -PT-* — #— T-#---* — P — 0  I  0 — # — r-0 — r 


P  L'  P 


.  1^  «  ^ 

Oil  !  the 
psTTH  ^ — ^—1 

ch'ansinghloodha 
r^- — 1 

s  reached  in< 
 n 

2,  Glory, 
— 1 

glo  -  ry   to    the  L 

d — i- 

-M-  - 
/»-- 

-1 

J 

Glo-ry,  glo  -  ry,  Je  -  sus  saves  me,     Glo  ry,  glo  -  ry  to    the  Lamb! 


-i— a^-i 


Oh  !  the  cleaiisiiij^  blood  has  reached  me,  Glory,  glo  -  ry  to    the  Lamb. 


1^  -0-^9-^-0^*^-0  0—0- 


y  \     y  -y  V 

2  Long  my  yearning  heart  was  trying 
To  t^njoy  this  perfect  rest ; 

But  I  gave  all  trying  over  : 

Simply  trusting,!  was  blest. — Clio. 

3  Trusting,  trusting  every  moment ; 
Feeling  now  the  blood  appiied  ; 

Lying  at  the  cleansing:  fountain  ; 
Dwelling  in  my  Saviour's  side.— 
Cho. 

i  Consecrated  to  thy  service, 
I  will  live  and  die  to  thee  : 


I  will  witness  to  thy  glor)'' 

Of  salvation  full  and  free,  —  C/io. 

5  Yes,  I  will  stand  up  for  Jesus  : 
He  has  sweetly  saved  my  soul, 

Cleansed  me  from  inbred  corruption. 
Sanctified,  and  made  me  whole, — 
Cho. 

6  Glory  to  the  blood  that  bought  me ! 
Glory  to  its  cleansing  power ! 

Glory  to  the  blood  that  keeps  me ! 
Glory,  glory,  evermore! — Qho, 
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Jesus  is  Mine.  6s  &  4s. 


H.  BONAE. 


THBO.  E.  PERKINS,  by  per. 


■«  ^  k  ^--i  ^  ^  «f  *--|-H  ■  \  «-J  


1.  Fude,  fade  each  earthly  joj,  Je-sus  is 


mine !  Break  ev'ry  tender  tie, 
D.  s.  Je  -  sus  alone  can  bless, 


-a — 1  S-r 

,2  .  ^^—^ 

— 1  

T  »  \  

:r .  !  i 

-»--•—» — »- 

-rf  f-fe- 

^ — — — -I  1  ^ 

i 


Dariv  is  the  wUderness,  Earth  has  no  restin^^  place, 


Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Perishing  things  of  clay. 
Born,  but  for  one  brief  day. 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 


Farewell  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  bright, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried. 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 


Even  He.  8s,  7s  &  3. 


Mrs.  E.  OODNER,  1860. 


153 


4  L 


Wm.  B.  BEADBUKY,  by  pep. 


 0  ^  4h- 


\  Lord,  I  hear  of  show'rs  of  blessing,Thou  art  scatt'ring  full  and  free—  ) 
Show'rs,  the  thirsty    land  re-freshiug;  Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me —  \ 


E  -  ven  me,       E     ven    n  e, 


i 


Lt't  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 


Bless  me  now. 
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ALEXANDER  CLARK. 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Tenderly. 


ROBERT  LOWRY, 
From  "  Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


1.  Heavenly  Father,    bless  me  now  ;    At    tlie  cross  of  Clirist   I  bow 


j^'---^ — p  # — 9  

— ^— 1-- — »— 

-t  u— ^  ' 

-1 — t^f  '- 

Take  niy  guilt  and  grief   a  -  way  ;  Hear  ami  heal  nie  now,       I  pray, 


I 


r-^-  ^ — 1  Kn 

-J    •  *  • 

Ble^s  me  now, 
^  ! 

bless  me  now, 

3eavenly  Pa  -  ther, 

bless    me  now. 

C^l  »     ^    -r  '    ^  ' 

-  »  » — »  

2  Now,  O  Lord  !  this  very  hour, 
8end  thy  grace  and  show  thy  power 
While  I  rest  upon  thy  word, 
Come  and  bless  me  now,  O  Lord  ! 

Befr. 

3  Now,  just  now,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Lift  the  clouds,  the  fetters  break  ; 


While  I  look,  and  as  I  cry, 
Touch  and  cleanse  me  ere  I  die, 

Befr, 

4  Never  did  I  so  adore 
Jesus  Christ,  thy  Son,  before  ; 
Now  the  time  !  and  this  the  place  1 
Gracious  Father,  show  thy  grace. 

Befr, 


2  Pass  me  not.  O  God,  my  Father  ! 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be  ; 
TlioH  nriglit'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 

Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me — 
Even  me. 


3  Pass  me  not,  O  grracioiis  Saviour  ! 

Let  infi  live  and  cling  to  thee ; 
For  Fm  longing  for  thy  favor; 
Whilst  thou'rt  calling,  oh  !  call  me- 
Even  me. 

Tuoe,    Even  Me,"  page  102, 


4  Have  1  long  in  sin  been  sleeping — 
Long  been  slighting,grieving  thee? 

Has  the  worhl  my  heart  been  keeping! 
Oh  1  forgive  and  rescue  me — 
Even  me. 


5  Pass  me  not,  O  niighty  Spirit! 

Thou  canst  Uiake  tlie  Idhid  to  see  ; 
Wirnesser  of  Jesus'  merit. 

Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me— 
Even  me. 


104  Come  nearer  Jesus. 


Words  by  FABER. 


Arr.  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


Sri  ,  1  1 

j  

— \ — "1  ' — 

1.  There's  a  wide  -  nes 
U.  There's  no  place  whei 

3  in  God's  mer-cj-, 
-e  earthly  sorrows 

fiike  the  wide-  ness 
Are  more  felt  than 

of    the  sea , 
up   i)i  heaven  ; 

^   ^   >  22- 

U  1  i  

L  1  1 

i 


There's  a  kind -ness  in  liis  jus-tice 
There's  no  phice  where  eartlily  failings 


Which  is  more  than  lib  -  or  -  ty. 
Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 


3  For  tlie  love  of  God  is  broader 

Tiiaii  the  measure  of  niais's  mind ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind.  Hefr. 

4  But  we  make  his  love  too  narrow* 

]iy  false  limits  of  our  own  ; 
And'  we  magnify  his  strictness 

With  a  zeal  lie  will  not  own.  Hefr. 


5  Pining  souls  !  come  nearer  Jesus ; 

Come,  but  come  not  doubtintr  thus, 
Come  with  faith  that  trusts  more  freely 
His  great  tenderness  for  us.  Htjr. 

6  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word  ; 
Ajd  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord.  Hcfr. 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 


1  God  is  love  ;  his  mercy  britrhtens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove  ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  hj^htens; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love.  Iiefr. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love.  Mefr* 


3  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seeraeth, 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove; 
From  tlie  gloom  his  brightness  sti  eameth ; 
God  is  wisdom.  God  is  love.  Mefr. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above : 
Everywhere  his  glory  shineth  ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love.  Refr, 
J.  Bowiuxiu. 
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SIR  JOHN  BOWRING,  1825. 


ITHAMAR  CONKEY. 


I 


□til 


 1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

I "    P*~H     Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 
g^^T-f^—H  All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
I  2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

^  Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  Cross  forsake  me  ; 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaminglFrom  the  Cross  the  radiance  stream- 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way,      |    Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day.  [ing, 


1 


LUCY  LARCOM. 


Aletta.  7s. 

Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


1  Q  .  l4-n 

1  1 

1--^ — , 

-a-*— 

«- 

^ —  ^f-'-jS^  0—^0-^-0-^-^  .-^s--^  ■  ^—  

-9-                      ^                                                          1  . 

1.  Heavenly  Father,     I  would  wear     An  -  gel-o^ai-meiits,  wliite  and  fair ; 


31 


>2_ 


All  -  gel  -  ves  -ture.  nii  -  de  -  filed     Wilt  thou  j^ive  un  -  to   tliy  child. 


2  Take  the  raiment  soiled  away. 
That  I  wear  with  shame  to-day  : 
Give  niy  angel  robes  to  me, 
White  with  heaven's  own  purity. 
3  Take  away  my  cloak  of  pride, 
Aiid  the  worthless  rags  'twould  hide  ; 


Clothe  me  in  my  ano-el  dress. 
Beautiful  with  holiness. 
4  Let  me  wear  the  white  robes  here, 
E'en  on  earth,  my  Father  dear, 
H<ddnig  fast  thy  han<l,  and  so, 
Through  the  world  unspotted  go. 


106       Only  just  across  the  Hiver  ! 

Words  by  Mrs  M.  A.  KIDDER 




Wm.  H.  DOANE. 
From     Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


15^ 

ST 


I   ^     Oiilv  JHSi^  across  tlie  riv-er,    Ov-erou  tlie  other  side,  > 
'  ^  Where  the  aiigels  are  ill  waiting,  Ainltiiepure  S     l^eart  ahide  ; 


Where  there  is  110  pain  or  sorrow     To   intrude  on  heavenly  rest,    On- iy 


r   ■— .          ■  : —   .-.f^  . 

r—  '-i^ 

±— ::: 

— t  ^ 

-» — » — 

M  1  r-J 

V-1  ^ 

T  1— 

CHOEUS. 

-J  1  


-4  1^--  fy-  


jiifit  across  llie  riv  er,  Stuid  tlie  maiiBioiis  of  the  blest.  Only  Just  across  tlic 


1 


V.-*— ^-'-^  


liv  -  er,  Where  the  saints  are  passing  over,  On  -  ly  just  across  the  riv-  er, 


■V— 


-7V^jTi-^i^r+-Ti 


O  -  ver  on  the  otli-  er  side. 


 m  ,_m    m  •  m  m    m  c^*  ^"^•'^  "''"^ 


2. 

Only  just  across  the  river. 

Are  the  friends  we  h)ved  below, 
Clad  in  pure  and  spotless  garments, 

That  are  whiter  than  the  snow; 
They  have  hraved  cold  Jordan's  billows, 
have  pass'd  thro'  death's  alarms, 
free  from  every  sorrow, 
the  Saviour's  loving  arms.  Cho* 


Atide  with  Me ! 
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FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1865.  SYLVESTER  MAIN,  1865. 


:+^+ 

1 

it 

1 

 0~ 

1 

L  i 

1.    Je  -sus,  Saviour,  hear  my  cull,      Sin  -  ful  tliougli  my  heart  may  be, 


r-J  P 

— 

+ 

 1— 

Thou,  my 
  c)  ^. 

life. 

my 

nope,  my     all,  Loid, 

a  - 

bide 

with  me. 

^-^ — ^ — 1  H — 

-1 — b- 

2  Lonely  in  a  stranger  land, 
Cast  me  not  awaj^  from  thee, 

Lead  me  by  thy  gentle  hand, 
Lord,  abide  with  me, 

3  Thou  hast  died  the  lost  to  save. 
Died  to  set  the  captive  free, 

Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 
Cousecrato-uiy  life  to  thee, 


Bend  my  stubborn  will  to  thine, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

5  When  the  shades  of  death  prevail, 
Father,  let  me  clinjs:  to  thee  ; 

When  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Still  abide  with  me. 

6  Then,  0  then,  my  raptured  soul 
Heaven's  eternal  rest  shall  see  ; 

There,  while  endless  ages  roll, 
Live  and  reign  with  thee. 


Tune,  "Only  just  Acboss  the  Eivee."   Page  106. 


3  Only  just  across  the  river, 

Where  the  hills  of  glory  shine, 
There  the  pearly  gates  unfolding, 

Lead  the  soul  to  joy  divine. 
There  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

And  the  living  waters  glide, 
Only  just  across  the  river. 

Over  on  the  other  side.  Qho* 


4  Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  robes  of  spotless  white  ; 
Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  crowns  of  glory  bright. 
And  the  saints  and  angels  joining 

In  the  songs  with  one  accord. 
Only  just  across  the  river. 

Siug  the  praises  of  the  Lord.  Cho, 
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FalDer. 


Eer.  F.  W.  TABER, 


Miss  CAHRIE  Mc  DONALD. 


I  -f-  -S-:*  '^** 


-+- 


1,  DefirLord  tliy  loviiif^g-rentnessevorlies,  Outside  us  like  a  boundless  bca, 
2.  Thus  dolh  thy  gi  aiidt-ur  make  us  grand  ourselves,  'Tis  goodness  always  bids  us 

fear ; 


4- 


-1^ 


IeII 


 -.  ^-i-^-.-^!- 


1  7^ 


1 


9— r 


We  cannot  lose  onrsflvos  where  all  is  liome  Nor  drift  a  -  wavfrom  thee. 
Thy  gi  eatness  makes  us  brave  as  children  are  When  those  they  love  are  near. 


m 


3.  [  4. 

Great  God!  our  lowliness  takes  heart  Then  on  Thy  grandeur  I  will  lay  me 


to  play 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  state, 
The  only  comfort  of  our  littleness, 
Is  that  Thou  art  so  great. 


down  ; 

Already  life  is  heaven  for  me  ; 
No  cradled  child  more  softly  lies  than 
I,  —       Come  soon  eternity  ! 


Thine,  Lord,  forever ! 

W.  BENNETT,  1868.  HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 

■     '  J  


1,  Tiiin*',  Ijord,  forev  -  er,  Purchased  by  blood  di- vine,  Rescued  and 
•2.  Thine,  Lor<l,  torev  -  er,  Thro' storm  and  tempest  wild,  Trusting  con 
3,  Tiiine,  Lord,  forev  -  er,  Cheered  by  thy  precious  word,  Thro'  darkness, 


I 


saved  h\  ihee, 
li  -  ding- 1\ , 
doubts,  and  feur: 


Lord,  I     am  thine. 

I  am  thy  ciiiM. 
;  Thine,  thine.  O  Lord, 


B Thine,  Lord,  forever, 
I'ho'  death  shall  lay  nie  low, 
E'en  m  that  dreadful  hour, 
Thiue,  Lord,  1  know. 

5. 

Thine,  Lord,  forever. 

When  safe  before  thy  throne 
I  .^^taii'l,  for  eveimore 
Thine,  thine,  aloue. 


Beloved,  lis  &  8s.  109 


JOS.  SWAIN,  1792. 


FREEMAN  LEWIS,  1813.  Arr. 


1,  (!)     d'liou,  ill  whose  pres  *  eiice 

2.  Where  (lost  tlioii   at     iio<'n  -  tide 


soul  takes  de  -  ligiit, 
.sort  with  tliy  sheep, 


song  ill  the  i)ight,  My  hope,  my 
death  should  I  weep,     Or  a  -  loiie  in 


sal  -  va  -  tioii.  my  alh 
the   wil  •  der  •  iiess  rove  ? 


1 


3  0,why  should  I  wauder,  an  alien  froni]  4  He  looks,  and  ten  thousands  of  angels 
thee,  I  rejoice, 

Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ?  I     And  myriads  wait  for  hia  word  ; 

Thy  foes  willrejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  I  He  speaks,  and  eternity,  fiU'd  with  bis 

"  see,  voice, 

And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed.  Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 


Retreat  L.  M. 


1. 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  every  sw^elliiig  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 
2. 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads — 
A  place  than  all  besides,  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 


3. 


There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  bleud» 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with 
friend ; 

Tlio'  sundered  far, by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  merc3'-seat. 
4. 

There,  there,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more  ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 
greet, 

And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

Hugh  Stowell,  1828. 
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Let  Me  Go ! 


Words  by  Rev.  L.  H. 


Rev.  L  HARTSOUaH,  by  per. 


P  

1.  Let    11)6  go  where  j-aints  are  going, 

2.  Let    me  go  \vher6  none  are  weary, 


V — ^- 


To  the  niLiidons  of  the  blest; 
Where  is  raised  no  \vail  of  woe. 


:4 


Let  me  go  where  my  Re  -  de^mer 
Let    me  go  and  bathe  my  spir-  it 


i — ^ 


TIas 


r 


prepared  liis  people's  rest, 
tlie  raptures  an -gels  know. 


i 


;g;  CHORUS. 


3^ 


I  would  gain  the  realms  of  brightness,  Wliere  they  dwell  for-ev-er  -  more, 
Let  nie  go,  for  bliss  e  -  ter  -  nal     Lures  my    soul   a  -  way,  a-w  ay, 


ip 


C/io. — Let  me 


I 


'lis  Je  -  sus  calls  me,   Let    me  gain  the  realms  of  day  ; 


1  would  join  the  friends  that  wait  me  0  -  ver  on 


the  otli-  er 

A\\i\  the  vic-tor's  song  tri-nmphmit,  Tlirills  my  heart.  I  can-  not 


shore, 
stav. 


rr 


Bear  me  o  -  ver  an- gel  pinions.   Longs  my  soul  to  be  a  -  way, 


3  Let  me  go,  why  should  I  tarry  ? 

What  has  earth  to  bind  me  here '? 
What,  but  cares  and  toils  and  sorrows? 

What,  but  death  and  pain  and  fear ! 
Let  me  go,  for  hopes  most  cherish'd 

Blasted  round  me  often  lie, 
O  !  I've  gathered  brightest  flowers 

But  to  see  them  fade  and  die. 


4  Let  me  go  v.'here  tears  and  sighing 

Are  forever  more  unknown. 
Where  the  joyous  songs  of  glory 

Call  me  to  a  happier  home. 
Let  me  go — I'd  cease  this  dying, 

I  would  gain  life's  fairer  plains, 
Let  me  join  the  myriad  harpers, 

Let  me  chant  their  rapturous  strains. 


I  know  Thou  art  gone ! 


Ill 


Mrs  MARY  S.  B.  DANA. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


1. 1  know  thou  art  gone  to  the  Lome  of  tliy  rest,  Then  why  should  my  soul  he  so  sad  ; 
^^—T-P-C  -r#~P-  -r  : — F-r#— #- — 0-0-^0-'0-^  #-~-#-r,^-  -n 


^  [glad. 
I  know  thou  art  gone  wliere  the  weary  are  blest,  And  the  mourner  looks  up  and  is 


CHORUS. 


I  nev-er  look  up  with  a  wish  to  the  sky,  But  a  light  like  thy  beauty  is  there ; 


■  — \-  d— ^ — ^ 


a 


Aud  I  hear  a  low  iiiunnur  like  tliiiie  in  reply, Wben  I  pour  out  ni)"  spirit  in  prayer. 


^0-0- 


-0-0—0 --0- 


I 


2  In  thy  faraway  home,wheresoe'er  it  may 
he, 

I  know  thou  hast  visions  of  mhie  ; 
And  my  heart  hath  revealings  of  thine 
and  of  thee, 
In  many  a  token  and  sigh. 
I  never  look  up,  etc. 


3  In  the  hush  of  the  night,  on  the  waste  of 
the  sea. 

Or  alone  with  the  breeze  on  the  hill; 
I  have  ever  a  presence  that  whispers  of 
thee, 

And  ray  spirit  lies  down  and  is  still. 
I  never  look  up,  etc. 
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Harp.  C.  M. 


S.  WESLEY. 


STEPHEN  JENICS.  1866)  1803. 


2  Hark,  kow  he  groans,  while  nature 

sliakes, 

And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend  : 
The  temple's  vail  in  sunder  breaks,— 
Tlie  solid  marbles  rend. 

3  *Tis  done'  tiie  precious  ransom 's paid  ! 

Receive  my  soul !  He  cries  $ 


See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  head ; 
He  bows  liis  head  and  dies. 
4  But  soon  he'll  break  death's  envious 
ciiain, 

And  in  full  glorv  shines 
O  Lamb  of  God.  was  ever  pain, 
Was  ever  loVe,  like  thine  I 


a.  N.  ALLEN. 


Cross  and  Crown.  C.  M. 


1 


A.  CHAPIN. 


1,  Must  Je  •  SU8  bear  the  cross  a  -  lone,   And  all  the  world  go  free? 


EE 


:<z: 


No,  there's  a    cross  for  ev  *  ery  one,     And  there's  a  cross  for  ui.. 


2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  iiere  •, 
But  now  they  taste  unnnngled  love, 
Aud  joy  without  a  tear. 


3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
Tdl  death  shall  set  me  /  ree ; 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crow^u  for  me  ! 


Kest.  L.  M. 
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MARGARET  MACKAY,  1832. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


\.  A-sleep  in  Je  -sus  !  blessed  sleep  !  From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep; 
y.  A-sleep  in  Je -sus  !    oh,  how  sweet  To  he  for  such  a  shimher  meet ! 


=P=F 


42- 


W  ^ 


4    S  4 


A  calm  and  un-disturhed  repose,    Unhrok-en   by  the  last    of  foes. 
With  ho-lv  con  -  fi  -  dence  to  sinjr,  That  death  has  lost  his  venomed  sting  ! 


-9 — & — 19- 


i 


3  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest! 
Whose  vA'akhig-  is  supremely  blest; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour, 
That  mawifests  the  Saviour's  power, 


4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ai^hes  lie. 
And  w  ait  the  summons  from  on  high, 


Remember  He. 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 


±zSz 


1.  A  -  las!  and  <lid  my  Sa-vionr  bleed  ?  And  di<l  my  sov'reiun  die  ? 
Cho.  Help  me,  dear  Sav-iour,  thee    to  own,  Atid  ev  ■  er    faithful  be; 


-ir-p—i — r 


i 


W(mld  he  de-vote     that    sa  -  cred  head  For  such     a  worm  as 
And  w  hen  thou  sit-test    on    thy  throne,  Dear  Lord,  remembvr  me. 


4^ 
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Peacefully  Rest. 


WILLIAM  BATOHELDER,  BHADBUEY. 

From  "  Grolden  Chain,"  by  per. 


J  .1 

-A — ^- 

\        I  I 

1.  An-otli-er 

1  1 

i 

diiv  is  1 

TJ. 

:;oi)e  ; 

1 

Slow  o'er  tin 

.•west  the 
I  1 

shadows  rise ; 

^  .  ..9 

A  k 

^  h- 

1 

Swift  the  soft-stealing- hours  have  flown,  And  night's  dark  mantle  va'ls  the  skies. 

-#-4-^r^— -r,* — \  ■ — r  i  ^-rf^ — ^ 


Peacefully  rest.  Peacefully  rest.  Rest  till  the  mornino:,  Peacefully  rest. 

^1         JZ2    ^  ^  " 


0-0-0 


i9-0- 


3?T 


2  Another  fleeting:  day  is  gone  ; 

In  solemn  silence  rest,  niy  soul ! 
Bow  down  before  His  awful  throne, 

Who  bids  the  morn  and  evening  roll.  CAo. 

3  Soon  shall  a  darker  night  descend, 

And  vail  from  me  yon  azure  skies  ; 
And  soon  shall  death's  oppressive  hand 
Lie  heavy  on  these  languid  eyes.  C/to. 

4  Yet  when  beneath  the  dreadful  shade, 

I  lay  my  weary  frame  to  rest. 
That  nifjht  shall  not  make  me  afraid  ; 

That  bed  the  dying  Saviour  pressed.  Cha, 

6  Again  emerging  from  the  night, 
I,  like  my  risen  Lord  shall  rise  ; 
Again  drink  in  the  morning  light, 

Pure  at  its  fount  above  the  skies.  C%<>. 
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Rev.  H.  BONAR.  Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,by  per. 

From  ^'  Golden  Shower." 


 Nr — N  K  ^- 

■  1  1 

j  ! 

j           1.  Bey( 

3n(i     the  smiling  and  the 



weeping, 

2— % 

1  1 

I     shall  be 
 ^ — tf-n 

soon  ;  Beyond  the 

-j  .,     ,  -t- 

— s — » — » — #— 

1  I 

-Y^  0  #- 

^  ; 

:  4-^-. — : 
 -^-•-^ — 

 BF  ^  1  \  1  i  W  IF  W 


N  s  N 


^^^^ 


waking  and  the  sleeping,  Bej'^ond  the  sowing  and  the  reaping,  I  shall  be  soon. 


-0—^—0—^—0- 


liOve,  rest,  and  home  I  Sweet,  sweet  home  !  0  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet  The 


i 


rtE; 


dear  ones  all 


home. 


2d 


at  home. 


2  Beyond  the  rising;  and  the  setting, 
I  shall  be  soon  ; 
Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting. 
Beyond  ren'ienjberiiig  and  forgetting, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  liome  ! 
Sweet,  sweet  lionie  ! 
O  liow  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :|j 


3  Beyond  tlie  parting  and  the  meeting,  4 
I  sliall  be  soon  : 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting, 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever-beating, 
I  sliall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  home  ! 
Sweet,  sweet  home  ! 
\\  O  bow  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet  ||: 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :|| 


Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever, 

I  shall  be  soon  : 
Beyond  tlie  rock-waste  and  tlie  river, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  liome ! 
Sweet,  sweet  home  I 
O  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :|| 


116  Heaven  is  my  Home. 


THOS.  R.  TAYLOR,  1834, 


Dr.  LOWELL  MASON. 


I   {  I'm  but  a  stranger  liei  e, — Heav'ri  is  my  liorne  ;  i 

(  Eartiiis   a  desert  drear,— Heav'ii  is  mj' home  ;  ^  Danger  aud sorrow  stand 


■0-  ^  -  ■»■ 


19- 


n 


 ^ — ^ — — ^  g^r- 

I 

Kound  me  on  ev  -  'ry  hand  ; 


 9 — 27- 

Heav'n  is  my  falli-er-land,- 


Heav'n  is  nrv  lionie. 


2  What  tho'  the  terapt^st  rage? 

Heuv'ii  is  my  home ; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 

Heav'n  is  my  houje: 
Time's  cohi  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over- past, 
I  shall  reach  liome  at  last, — 

Heav'n  is  my  home. 


1 

3  There  at  my  Saviour's  side,- 
Heav'n  is  my  home; 
I  6ha!l  be  glorified; — 

Heav'n  is  my  home: 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Tiiose  I  love  most  and  best, 
There,  too  I  soon  sliall  rest 
Heav'u  is  my  home ! 


r 


mo.  FAWCETT.  1772. 


St.  Philip.  S.  H. 


GEO.  KTNGSLET. 


-7—^ — 

— \ — i  *y 



If  E^- 

-0  *  ^  



 a  ^  

1  

love  ; 

2.    Be  -  fore  our    Fath  er's  throne,    We  pour  our    ar  -  dent  prayers ; 


.-^  1  i  ,  j  ^ — ^  ^  2^- 

The  feldow-ship  of  kindred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a  -  bove. 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  ouraims  are  one, —  Our  conifortsand  our  cares. 
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JOHN  CENNIOK,  1743. 


Rev.  GEO.  COLES. 


-n— ^  h- 


1.  Je-sus,  my  all,  to  lieav'u  is  goiJe,He,  whom  I    lix  my  hopes  up-oii ; 

^    ^    ^  H»- 


His    track  I  see,  and  I'll  pursue  The  uar-row    way,  till  hiin  I  view. 


1  t  i 

1 — \ — 1 —  1 — 

T  r 

•** 

 — 

— ^ — 5 — * — 

 ^  0  1 

1  1 

The  way  the  ho  -ly  prophets  went, The  road  that  leads  froiu  banishment, 


-+- 


_L_J_ 


The  Kind's  highway  of  ho-li-ness,  111        for    all    his    paths  are  p^ace. 


1  i— r»--:*— — rt  — 


2  This  is  the  Avay  I  lonfr  bare  sought, 
And  mourn'd  hecause  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 
The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weigl)t  and  guilt  the  more  ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, — 
Come  hither,  soul,*  I  am  the  way. 


3  Tjo  !  glad  I  come  ;  and  thoii  blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  1o  thee,  as  I  am  ; 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, — 
Notliing  but  love  shall  I  rpoeive. 
Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round. 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 
ril  point  to  Thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,— Bc^hold  the  way  to  God. 
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If  I  were  a  Voice. 


From     Song  Crown,"  by  per. 


ISAAC  BEVERLY  WOODBURY. 


11 


s  ^  ^ 


-tf — 0- 


1.  If     I   were  a  voice,  a  persuasive  voice.  That  could  travel  the  wide  world 

2.  If      I     were  a  voice,  a    con  -  sol-ing  voice,  I'd  fly  on  the  wings  of  the 


Piano  ok  Org.' 


m 


i; 


through,  I  would  fly  on  the  beams  of  the  morning  light.  And  speak  to  men  with  a 
air;         The       homes   of  sorrow  and  guilt  I'd  seek, And  cahn  and  truthful 


-A— N- 


gentle  might,  And  tell  them  to  be  true.  I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  o  -  ver 
words  I'd  speak, To  save  tht-m  from  despair.  I  would  fly,  I  would  fly   o'er  the 


If  I  were  a  Voice. 
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:|4 


I 


land  and  sea.  Wherev- er  a  hu  -  man  heart  might  be,  Tellin;;  a  tale  or 
crowded  town, And  drop,  like  the  happy  sunlight,  down  In  -  to  the  hearts  of 


«  *  « 


sin^ring  a  song  In  praise  of  the  right — in  blame  of  the  wrong,  I  would  fl}', 
suffering  men,And  teach  them  to    look  up    a  -   gain  :  I  would  fly, 


3  If  I  were  a  voice,  a  convincing  voice, 

I'd  travel  with  the  wind, 
And  wherever  I  saw  the  nations  torn. 
By  warfare,  jealousy,  spite  or  scorn. 

Or  hatred  of  their  kind, 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  thunder  crash, 
And  into  their  blinded  bosoms  flash  ; 
Then,  with  their  evil  thoughts  subdued, 
I'd  teach  them  Christian  brotherhood, 

I  would  fly,  I  would  fly, 
1  would  fly  on  the  thunder  crash. 


4  If  1  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice, 

I  would  fly  the  earth  around  : 
And  whei'ever  man  to  his  idols  bowed, 
I'd  publish  in  notes  both  long  and  loud 

The  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day, 
Proclaiming  peace  on  my  world-wide  way, 
Bidding  the  saddened  earth  rejoice — 
If  I  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice, 

I  w^ould  fly.  I  would  fly, 
I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day. 
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Pilesgrove. 


L.  M. 


1  \^ 

 H 

i  1 

1  0  thou,  to  wliose  all -searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  lig"ht, 
!Se;ir(;h,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  thee; 
O  burst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free. 

2  Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross ; 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross; 
Hallow  each  thought;  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

8  If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 
Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way : 
No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 
No  fraud,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

4  When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow, 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  thy  timely  aid  impart, 
And  raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 


Windham. 


L.  M. 


1  Show  pity,  Lord,  0  Lord,  forgive ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live. 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace ; 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound — 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

8  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilt.y  conscience  clean; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgments  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemn' d,  but  thou  art  clear. 


Uxbridge. 


L.  M. 


Mm 

*1 

1  Lord.  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine, 
Purcliased  and  saved  by  blood  divine ; 
Willi  full  consent  thine  I  would  be, 
And  own  thy  sovi-eign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace; 

A  wretched  sinner,  lost  to  Gi)d, 
But  ransom'd  by  Imraanuers  blood. 


3  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die; 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity; 

The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal, 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

4  Here,  at  that  cross  where  flows  th«  blood 
That  bought  my  iruilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master,  now  I  call, 

And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all. 


Forrest. 


L.  M. 


4=x: 


1  O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone; 
O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet. 

2  Kest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find : 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art. 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

8  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 

And  fully  set  my  spirit  free; 
I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within — 

Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God; 

Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove; 
The  cross  all  stain'd  with  hallowed  blood. 

The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 


Missionary  Chant.    L.  M. 


1 

1  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go  })roclaim 
Salvation  in  Immanuel's  name; 

To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  holy  zeal  your  hearts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease. 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  all  aro  o'er. 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall. 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


Sessions. 


I 


li.  M. 


1  I  thirst,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  thy  cleansing  blood; 
To  dwell  within  thy  wounds;  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 


Winnowed  Hymns. 
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2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  thee : 
Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

8  How  blest  are  they  who  fstill  abide 
Close  shelter'd  in  thy  bleeding  side ! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive, 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  thou  thy  quick'ninfr  Spirit  breathe? 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  thy  grace  to  move ; 
O  wondrous  grace !  O  boundleas  love ! 


Northfield. 


C.  M. 


1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemers  praise ; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim — 

To  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

8  Jesus ! — the  Name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 

'Tis  hfe,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancePd  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free: 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 

His  blood  avaiPd  fur  me. 


Coronation. 


C.  M. 


i 


1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  I 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him'^Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 
Ye  ransom'd  from  the  fall. 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

8  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 

On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


Azmon. 


C.  M. 


1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God — 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon 'the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  1  saw  the  Lord  ? 

AVhere  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'JI 
How  sweet  their  mem'ry  still! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  Jill. 

4  Eeturn,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest: 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn. 
And  drove  thee  from  mv  breast. 


Stephens. 


C.  Mv 


1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 

A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me ; 

2  A  heart  resign *d.  submissive,  meek. 
My  great  Eedeemer's  throne; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak — 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
Beheving,  true,  and  clean  ; 

Which  neither  hfe  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within  ; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew'd, 
And  full  of  love  divine ; 

Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thhie. 


Evan. 


C.  M. 


1  In  mercy,  Lord,  remember  me, 
Through  all  the  hours  of  night. 

And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
The  safeguard  of  thy  might. 

2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 
Since  thou  wilt  not  remove: 

0,  in  the  morning  let  me  rise 
K<  joicing  in  thy  love. 
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8  Or,  if  this  night  should  prove  my  last, 
And  end  my  transient  days; 

Lord,  takt^  me  to  thy  pr()mi^*ed  rest, 
Where  I  may  sing  thy  praise. 


Avon. 

C. 

M. 

~-\  H 

— N- 

 1 

1  Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad: 

Then  shall  niy  feet  no  longer  rove, 
Kooted  and  fix'd  in  God. 

2  O  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow;  H 

Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire, 
And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

8  O  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 

And  all  my  sins  consume: 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  thee  I  call ; 

Spirit  of  burning,  come. 

4  Eefining  fire,  go  through  my  heart; 

Illuminate  my  soul ; 
Scatter  thy  lite  through  every  part, 

And  sanctify  the  whole. 

Ortonville.        C.  M. 

^^^^ 

1  Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 
Salutes  thy  waking  eyes; 

Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  Him  that  rules  the  skies. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats, 
The  day  renews  the  sound'. 

Wide  as  the  heavens  on  which  he  sits. 
To  tui-n  the  seasons  round. 

8  'Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame ; 

My  tongue  shall  speak  liis  praise; 
My  sins  might  rouse  his  wratii  to  flame, 

But  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  O  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 

Whilst  I  enjoy  the  light; 
Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline, 

And  bring  a  peaceful  night. 


Heber.  C.  M. 


1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  resolve, 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppress'd, 
Ks\A.  make  this  last  resolve ; 


2  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  thoHgh  my  sin 
Like  mountains  round  me  close; 

I  know  his  courts,  Fll  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  o])pose. 

3  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 
And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 

I'll  tell  him,  I'm  a  wretch  undone 
Without  his  sov'reign  grace. 

4  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea^ 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 

But,  if  I  perish,  I  wifl  pray, 
And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go — 
I  am  resolved  to  try ; 

For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die. 


Varina.     O.  M.  D. 


1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 
Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 

Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never- with'ring  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  fi-om  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dress'd  in  living  green ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 

While  Jordan  roll'd  between. 
Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood. 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 


Gerar.  S.  M. 


-t— 

1  Give  to  the  winds  t  y  fears ; 
Hope,  and  be  undismay'd ; 

God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms^ 
He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 

Wait  thou  "his  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart? 
Still  sink^hy  spirits  down  ? 

Cast  ofi"  the  weight  -  let  fear  depart. 
And  every  care  be  gone. 

4  What  though  thou  ruiest  not; 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell, 

Proclaim :  God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 


Winnowed 
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Kentucky. 


S.  M. 


1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  preseitt  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfill — 

O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage. 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

8  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  thy  sight  to  five, 
And  O,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely. 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 


Shirland. 


S.  M. 


# — ^- 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

8  The  God  that  rules  on  high, 

That  all  the  earth  surveys, 
That  rides  upon  the  stormy  sky, 

And  calms  the  roaring  seas ; 

4  This  awful  God  Is  ours. 

Our  Father  and  our  Love; 
He  will  send  down  his  heavenly  powers 

To  carry  us  above. 


Boylston. 


S.  M. 


i 

• 

 .5^- 

1  And  can  I  y»^t  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 

For  .Jesus  to  receive? 


2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield; 
I  can  hold  out  no  more: 

I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled. 
And  own  thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late.  I  all  forsake ; 
My  friends,  my  all,  resign : 

Gracious  Redeemer,  lake,  O  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  C(^.me,  and  possess  me  whole, 
Nor  hence  again  remove ; 

Settle  and  fix  my  wav'ring  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 


State  Street.      S.  M. 


A  \  U 

1  My  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call : 

1  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell: 

'Tis  paradise  when  thou  art  here ; 
If  thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

3  The  smilings  of  thy  face, 
How  amiable  they  are ! 

'Tis  heaven  to  rest  in  thine  embrace, 
And  nowhere  e.se  but  there. 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 
The  angels  owe  their  bliss ; 

They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 


Thatcher. 


S.  M. 


1  Thou  very-present  aid 
In  snfi'Vlng  and  distress; 

The  mind  whi<'h  still  on  thee  is  stay'd 
Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  by  faith  rechned 
On  tlie  Kedeemer's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest.' 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone. 
Whene'er  thy  face  appears ; 

It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan, 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 

4  It  hallows  every  cross: 
It  sweetly  comforts  me ; 

Makes  me  forget  my  every  loss, 
And  find  mv  all  in  thee. 
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Supplication.    L.  M.    6  lines. 


i 

1  Thou  hidden  Source  of  calm  repose, 
Thou  all-sufficient  Love  divine. 

My  helj>  and  refuge  from  my  foes. 
Secure  1  am  while  thou  art  mine: 

And  lo !  from  sin,  and  griei;  and  shame, 

1  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  thy  name. 

2  Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is, 
And  ke<^ps  my  happy  soul  above : 

Comfort  it  brings,  and  power,  and  peace, 

And  joy,  and  everlasting  love : 
To  me,  with  thy  great  name,  are  given 
Pardon,  and  holiness,  and  heaven. 


Carmarthen. 


K.  M. 


-  -f-J  A — L_ 

— 1 — 

—0  

1  Let  earth  and  heaven  agree, 
Angels  and  men  be  join'd, 

To  celebrate  with  me 

The  Saviour  of  mankind: 
T'  adore  the  all-atoning  Lamb, 
And  bless  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name. 

2  Jesus !  transporting  sound ! 
The  joy  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

No  other  help  is  found, 

No  other  name  is  given, 
By  which  we  can  salvation  have ; 
But  Jesus  came  the  world  to  save. 

3  Jesus !  harmonious  name ! 
It  charms  the  host  above ; 

They  evermore  proclaim. 

And  wonder  at,  his  love : 
'Tis  all  their  happiness  to  gaze — 
'Tis  heaven  to  see  our  Jesus'  face. 

Pleyel's  Hymn.  7; 


1  Depth  of  mercy !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls  ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

8  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore. 
Woop,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 


4  Kindled  his  relen ting's  are; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?— 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 


Prayer. 


73. 


1  Prince  of  peace,  control  my  will ; 
Bid  this  struggUng  heart  be  still ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease — 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood. 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  God : 

Peace  I  ask— but  peace  must  be, 

Lord,  in  being  one  with  thee. 

8  May  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ; 

May  thy  will  and  mine  be  one : 

Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart; 

Now  thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  Saviour!  at  thy  feet  I  fall; 

Thou  my  life,  my  God.  my  all  I 

Let  thy  happy  servant  be 

One  for  evermore  with  thee ! 

Toplady.    7  s,  6  lines. 


d: 


1  Pock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure — 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
Wlien  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

Oron.     7  s,  6  lines. 


a: 


-#-t- 


1  By  thy  birth,  and  by  thy  tears  , 
By  thy  human  griefs  and  fears ; 
Bv  thy  conflict  in  the  hour 
Of  the  subtle  tempier'rt  power — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitving  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 
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2  By  the  teT>dcrness  that  wept 
OVr  the  grave  where  Laz'rus  slept; 
By  the  bitter  tears  that  How'd 
Over  Salerno's  lost  abode — 
Saviour,  look  with  [utying-  eye; 
Saviour,  help  uie,  or  1  die. 

3  By  thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer; 
By  the  tearful  conflict  there ; 
By  thy  cross  and  dying-  cj'ies ; 
By  thy  one  great  sa<;rifice  — 
Savioiir,  look  with  pitying-  eye ; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  1  die. 


Blartyn.     7s,  double. 


(5^ — 


1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
Wliile  the  tempest  still  is  high; 

Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 

Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
O    ceive  my  soul  at  last, 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 
Ilangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee ; 

Leave.  O  leave  me  not  alone ; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
All  tny  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd ; 

Ah  my  help  fn^m  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  iny  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  tijy  wing. 


Bethany. 


6s  &  4s. 


i 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  tiiee! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  mj'  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

8  There  let  my  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven; 

AH  that  thou  sendest  me 
In  mercy  given ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 

Neai-er.  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  tu  thee ! 


4  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Clcaving'the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot. 

Up  war  1  1  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  I 


New  Haven.   6s  &  4  s. 


-U4- 

— a — — 

1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary: 

Saviour  divine, 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
O  let  me.  from  this  day, 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart; 

My  zeal  inspire: 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be— 

A  hviug  fire. 


*  The  Convert.    12s  &  9s. 


'121. 


1  0  how  happy  are  they 
V/ho  the  Snviour  obey. 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasures  above; 

Tongue  can  never  express 

The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine. 
When  the  favor  divine 

I  received  through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

When  my  heart  first  believed, 

What  a  joy  1  received — 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  name? 

8  'Twas  a  heaven  below 

My  liedeemer  to  know. 
And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 

l  han  to  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat. 
And  the  Lover 'of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus,  all  the  day  long, 

Was  iny  joy  and  my  song: 
0  that  all  his  salvation  might  see; 

He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried. 

He  hath  suflf<n''d  and  died, 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 


*  Or,  "  Home  of  the  Soul,"  page  58. 
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Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul   125 

Jesus  loves  even  me    91 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone   117 

Jesus  paid  it  all   40 

Jesus,  Saviour,  hear  my  call   107 

Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love   122 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea   90 

J/  ENTUCKY.    S.  M   123 

I AND  ahead,  its  fruits  are  waving. . .  9 
J  Land  of  Eeulah   52 

Let  earth  and  heaven  agree   124 

Let  me  go   110 

Light  and  Comfort  of  my  Soul   38 

Like  the  Sound  of  many  Waters..  94 

Look,  look  to  Jesus   87 

Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine   120 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessings. .  102 

Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine   92 

Loving  Saviour,  hear  my  cr3^   4G  ■ 

Martyn.   7s  Double   125 

iMARY  Magdalen   89 

Missionary  Chant.   L.  M    120 

More  Love  to  Thee,  O  Christ   7 

Mourner,  wheresoe'er  thou  art   10 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  Cross  alone  ?   112 

My  Ain  Countrie   31 

My  body,  soul,  and  spirit   72 

My  faitii  looks  up  to  Thee   125 

My  Goal  is  Christ  —   79 

My  God.  my  life,  my  love   123 

Hy  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair.  62  I 

My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less   100 

My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast   52 

My  life  tiows  on  in  endless  song   22 

My  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend.  62 

"fj  aught  of  merit  or  of  price   40 

l^   Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee   125 

i^EAR  THE  Cross   78 

]S'ew  Haven.   6s    4s.   125 

NORTHFIELD.     CM   121 

Nothing  but  Lea/es   84 

OFOR  a  closer  walk  with  God  121 
O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God. . .  121 
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O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  121 

Oh  bliss  of  the  purified  !  bliss  of   24 

Oh,  HOW  Ee  loves   37 

Oh,  how  sweet  when  we  mingle.   26 

Oh,  now  I  see  the  ciimson  wave   19 

O  how  happy  are  they,  Who  their  125 

Oh,  sing  of  His  Mighty  Love   24 

Oh,  s(»metimes  the  shadows  are   6i) 

Old,  old  story     80 

Once  more,  my  soul,  the  lising  day. . .  122 

One  more  day's  work  for  Jesue   55 

One  there  is  above  all  others   37 

Only  just  Across  the  River   106 

Only  One  Way  to  the  Cross   35 

Only  Thee   71 

Only  Thee,  my  soul's  P.edeemer   71 

Oron.    7s.  6  lines  124 

Ortonville.   cm   122 

O  sing  to  me  of  Heaven   67 

O  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone   120 

O  the  sleep  of  just  a  moment   36 

O,  think  of  a  home  over  there   39 

O  Thou  God  of  my  Salvation   29 

O  Thou,  in  whose  presence  my   109 

O  Thou,  to  whose  all  searching  sight  120 

Our  Loved  Ones  gone  before   26 

O,  when  shall  I  sweep  through  the  ..  15 

O,  who'll  stand  up  for  Jesus   57 

0  ye  that  are  weary  and  laden   74 


PASS  me  not,  O  gentle  Saviour...  5 
Peacefully  Rest   114 

Penitence.   7s,  6s    88   96 

PiLESGROVE.    L.  M   120 

Pleyel's  Hymn.  7s   124 

Prayer.   7s.    124 

Precious  Jesus  !   ....  61 

Precious  Jesus,  O,  to  love  Thee   61 

Precious  Name   8 

Precious  Saviour,  thou  hast  saved  101 

Prince  of  my  peace   69 

Prince  of  Peace,  control  my  will   124 

Rathbun.    8a  &  78   105 
Remember  me.  CM   113 

Rest.  L.M   113 

Rest  for  the  Weary   95 

Resting  at  the  Cross   28 

Rest  in  Thee   43 

Retreat.   L.  M   10:> 

Revive  us  again   57 

Rifted  Kock  -   14 

River  of  Song   36 

Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me  124 

Rock  that  is  »highee   66 

Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus   4 
Safe  within  the  Vail   9 

Saint  Philip.    S.  M...   116 

Save  me  at  the  Ckoss   4'j 

Secret  Prayer   21 

Sessions.    L.  M   120 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river   68 

Shall  we  meet  in  Heaven   41 

Shikland.    S.  M   r<i3 
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Show  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive  120 

Sing  to  me  of  Heaven   67 

Sinner,  come,  will  you  go  ?   56 

Sinner  invited   56 

Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die  ?   60 

Solid  Rock   100 

Song  of  Hope   49 

State  Streht.    S.  M   123 

Stephens.    C.  M   121 

Supplication.    L.  M.  6  lines  124 

Sukkendek   99 

Sweet  by-and-by   16 

Sweet  Rest   74 

Sweet  Rest  in  Heaven   54 

Sweet  Hour  of  Pkavek   75 

TAKE  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you. . .  8 

Tell  me,  Iesus   85 

1  ell  me  the  old,  old  story   80 

I  hatchek.    S.  M   123 

The  angels  that  watched  round   53 

The  blood,  the  blood  Is  all  my   18 

The  Blood,  the  Precious  Blood!..  73 

The  Bright  Forever   50 

The  Cleansing  Fountain   20 

1"he  Cleansing  Wave   19 

The  Convert.    12s  &  98   125 

The  Cross     65 

1  he  Cross,  the  Cross  !  the  blood   73 

The  Dear  Ones  all  at  Home   115 

The  Gate  ajak  for  Me   11 

The  Land  of  Beulah   52 

The  Lord  will  Provide   59 

The  Old,  Old  Story   80 

The  Penitent   45 

The  Precious  Name   8 

The  Prince  of  my  Peace   69 

I  here  is  a  fountain  filled  with  : . .  20 

I'here's  a  wideness  in  God's   104 

There  is  a  gate  that  stands  ajar   11 

There's  a  land  far  away    88 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight   122 

There's  a  laud  that  is  fairer  than   16 

There  is  an  hour  of  calm  relief   21 
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There  is  no  friend  like  Jesus   70 

There  is  only  one  way  to  the  cross  ...  35 

The  Resurrection   53 

The  Rifted  Rock   14 

The  River  of  Song   36 

The  Rock  that  is  Higher   66 

The  Sinner  Invited   56 

The  Solid  Rock   100 

The  Song  <>f  Hope   49 

The  Surrender   99 

The  Sweet  By-and-By   16 

The  True  Friend   70 

The  Valley  of  Blessing.   12 

1  he  world  is  oa  ercome  by  the   17 

Thine,  Lord,  Fofevkr!   108 

1  hou  hidden  source  of  calm   124 

Thou  very  present  aid  , .  - .  121} 

Toplady.    7s.  6  lines   124 

To  the  Cross  of  Chi  ist,  my   28 

I'o  the  hall  of  the  feast,  came  the   89 

True  Friend   70 

FJnder  His  Wings  34 

U   Uxbridge.    L.  M   120 

yAiN,  delusive  world,  adieu   96 
Valley  of  blessing   12 

Varina.    cm.    Double   122 

IYTe've  a  home  over  there.    =  39 

?Y    Welcome  To  Glory   15 

We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  the   57 

We  shall  meet   23 

What  to  me  ai  e  earth's  pleasures   26 

When  clouds  hang  darkly  o'er   30 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous   65 

Whiter  than  Snow   25 

Who'll  stand  up  for  Jesus?   57 

Windham.    L.  M   120 

Wondrous  Love   42 

Wrestling  Jacub   64 

Christian  heralds,  go  proclaim. ..  120 
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